
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



.^ \^ %^ 



C roe.su 



Gerald Vi7//ers<Sruart 




/ ^J-C^lA^ 



/y^ 




5le 



J f 






Digitized b\ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE NEW YORK 
PUBLIC LIBRARY 



A8TOR, LENOX AND 
TILDEN FOUNDATIONS, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




"May I smoke?" asked Vandraken, pleasantly. — Page 28 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CROESUS 



Br 
GERALD VILLIERS-STUART 

Av&or of "The Drumuof Dootn," "lu He Bmlnue,' Elc, 



\ •»• • 



lULUSTRATBD EY*FKJ^HK T. .MERRILL 



Ir • ^ • • 



New York 
CUPPLES & LEON COMPANY 

Publishers 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^^^L.\^ LIl.!?AhY 

656.^11 

ASTof^, LP^OX AND 

T''^D N Fc^.r DATIONS. 

R 1914 ^ 



Copyright, igo8, by Gerald VUliers-Stuart 
Entered at Stationers' Hall 



• •• • 


• •« 




• • • 


• • 


• • • 


• •< 


• • • • 




• • • 


• • ••• 


••• 


• • • 


• • • • •• 

•• *•• • • 


•.J 


» ••• • • 
• • • • 
••• • • 


• • • • • • 


• i 


• • • • 


• • • • • 


• • 


• • • ••• 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 



CHAPTER I 

A soul pressed close to the gates of life, 

And clamoured : Let me in ! 
My turn I My turn 1 at the charmed cup 
And the scented wine of sin. 

A soul crouched low by the gates of death, 

And sobbed : Ahxb:!"i6€»^i9je/th]0cra|rh U •; . " 
For they swarm with ghests^hose sblent^ sins — 
And the grisly things |iu7Si}e / : ^ : ' 

r.'",:: - - •-- aothor. 
• ••#••,• ••• ^ 

It was past midnight, alkd^the-Gosmopofis Club was 
rapidly filling up with refugees, from caf^, bar, and 
restaurant, emptied by a stern decree, that London 
might wear a fictitious appearance of nocturnal re- 
spectability. 

Two yoimg men dropped into the red-leather arm- 
chairs which give such a pleasant note of colour to the 
otherwise uninteresting smoking-room of that particu- 
lar club. 

"Awful rot, being turned out this way," muttered the 
younger of the two men, an eager, restless youth, of 
about twenty-one, whose light, wavy hair, reddish- 

1 
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2 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

brown eyes, and pink complexion, were slightly out of 
keeping with his robust, athletic figure. 

"Horid bore," drawled his companion, an older man, 
with a dark, finely chiselled face, which suggested the 
asceticism of exhausted enthusiasm. ^^I suppose now — 
they wouldn't do it to you in New York?" 

"Not much ! Not while you have any money in your 
clothes. New York may have its faults, but early clos- 
ing isn't one of them." 

"How nice! — ^how very nice!" murmured the elder 
man. "Fancy being able to go to bed as early as you 
like." 

"As early?" queried his companion. 

"Yes; as early. You don't suppose I stay up late 

because t^iamiise^.lna?;* ^illifii protest against being 

«ent to Be3^;Tia6it'one*^etS[iiit6 as a child, you know." 

The younger :m4n,:^E&tte sense of humour was re- 
• • • •• • , 

sponsive, hiug^e(^ **/|.What do you say to a drmk, 
Ancester?" : .•*. • . :*..::..: 

"All right, Vandraken," yawned the other, stretching 
himself wearily. "I am not in the least thirsty, but I'll 
take a drink — only from a solemn sense of duty, though. 
Part of the protest, you know." 

"You are as blasS as the Sphinx," observed Van- 
draken, getting up and ringing the bell. "I don't be- 
lieve there is anything in the world you reaDy want." 

"Only to be let alone. I am a passive exister," he 
added. 

Vandraken signalled across the room to the waiter, 
who had entered and was trying to decide — by a process 
of thought-reading peculiar to his profession — ^who 

■s 
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might have rung for him. **Waiter, have you a wine- 
list?** 

**Wine-li8t, sir? No, sir— but TU fetch one, sir.'* 

He succeeded admirably in suppressing the surprise 
he felt at being asked for a wine-list in the smoking-- 
room after midnight. 

^^o; never mind, waiter. Just bring a bottle of 
the most expensive wine in the club." 

^^Red or white, sir?" asked the waiter, imperturbably. 

^'Oh, I don't care. Bring both. That's the best way, 
isn't it, Ancester?" 

"Ill take a whiskey-and-soda, if you don't mind." 

**And a whiskey-and-soda, waiter." 

**Whiskey-and-soda !" muttered Vandraken, resentful- 
ly, as soon as the waiter had departed. "Whiskey-and- 
soda ! You're a nice sort of chap to celebrate the pos- 
session of two hundred million dollars with !" 

"I'm only a spectator, my dear fellow. I insist on 
being regarded as a spectator. I exhausted all my emo- 
tions when very yoimg. Why, I even know the sensation 
of ordering the most expensive wine in the place, and 
then swallowing my disappointment instead of the wine 
— because that was corked. The best of everything is 
all right, but in my experience the very best is no good. 
Wine — ^women, even — ^art, beyond a certain point — they 
get corked." 

Vandraken shifted imeasily in his seat. "And men?" 
he said. *'How about men — the very best of men ?" 

"They only exist in the imagination of the most op- 
timistic of women. Why, some day, some girl will take 
me to husband. She will know I'm an earl, and she will 
think I'm rich, also young " 
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4 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

"And devilish good-looking.'* 

"Thank you. And devilish good-looking ; in fact, a 
bottle of the very best. But when she opens me she 
will find I'm flat and stale — ^in fact, corked." 

The younger man made an impatient gesture. "Your 
line of talk is rather depressing, Ancester; makes a 
fellow think of those *bef ore and after' pictures." 

A silence followed Vandraken's remark, which, how- 
ever, was not without truth, for Standish Vandraken 
had all the eagerness and enthusiasm of a man about 
to enter a palace of revelry and delight, as though he 
could hardly wait for the door to swing open and admit 
him to all its pictured splendours. Lord Ancester had 
the face of the reveller from whose tired hands the wine- 
cup has fallen ; who has discovered that delight may be 
pursued, but never captured ; whose eyes are dazed by 
the lights which once dazzled them. 

He suggested an ascetic rather than a roui^ and was 
more attractive than Vandraken, about whose fresh face 
there was a certain imctuousness of the flesh, which 
was only saved from repelling because it was associated 
with a suggestion of spontaneous humour and boyish 
irresponsibiUty. Still, most people would have consid- 
ered it a good-looking face. The nose, which slightly 
turned down, was rather clumsily constructed about the 
nostrils ; and the mouth, while fairly well modelled, was 
too prominent, although there was something straight 
and firm in the lower lip which partly denied the full 
curves of the upper; it was a mouth which would im- 
prove, or grow repulsive, according to the life its owner 
Uved. The outline of cheek and chin were almost clas- 
sical, and the head was not only well shaped, but de- 
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THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 5 

noted brain force. He had a pleasant, cultivated voice, 
and only his mode of expression, his use of strong simile^ 
conveyed the idea that he was an American. Although 
he was the richest young man in the world, he was not 
in the least conceited; that had been knocked out of 
him at Harrow; and Harvard, where he had finished 
his education, had not succeeded in replacing it. How* 
ever his preposterous fortune might distort him in the 
future, he was at the moment decidedly likeable. Lord 
Ancester had met him in America. Playing against his 
team, at polo, an accident had happened to one of An- 
cester's ponies, and Standish Vandraken had chivalrous- 
ly replaced it with the very best of his own string. After 
that they saw a good deal of each other. 

It is the custom to express surprise at the attraction 
of two people entirely imlike. The world never seems 
to grasp the truth enunciated in that proposition of 
Euclid which says, "Two parallelled straight lines be- 
ing extended ever so far in either direction will never 
meet." The converse being also true, it is the unparal- 
lel lines which do meet. Standish Vandraken and the 
Earl of Ancester were unparallel lines, which had met, 
in spite of ten years' disparity in their ages. 

"I may be blasS/* said Ancester, breaking the silence, 
**but there's one sensation still left to be exhausted, one 
daily event to be looked forward to." 

"And that " 

"Watching you trying to spend more money than 
you can spend, Vandraken — and trying to get the value 
of it at the same time." 

"That's one of the penalties of being as rich as I 
am," grmnbled the young man. "If I live on the inter- 
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6 THE SOUL OF CRffiSUS 

est of my income, I am accused of hoarding money, and 
if I live on the interest of my capital I am accused of 
Tulgar ostentation. I rather think you yourself ^ 

"Not at all,*' interrupted Lord Ancester. **I assure 
you that the si)ending of an income like yours is, by its 
yery magnitude, lifted out of the mire of vulgar osten- 
tation and into the realm of regal magnificence. Ah! 
here comes your priceless wine and my whiskey-and- 
soda.*' 

"Lieb Fraunlich 74, sir, and Tuileries Burgundy — 
six guineas, sir," said the waiter, putting down two bot- 
tles, reclining in baskets, on the small round table. 
**And the whiskey-and-soda, ninepence." 

"Are you married, waiter?" asked Vandraken, look- 
ing round furtively. But the occupants of the other 
red-leather chairs were all absorbed in their own dis- 
cussion of women. War, horses, etc. 

"Married, sir? Yes, sir." 

**Well, give this to your wife, with my kind regards," 
said Vandraken, handing the astonished man a roll of 
bank-notes. 

"Certainly, sir. Shall I pour out the wine?" 

"No," answered Vandraken. **Go and get some 
cigars." 

^^lliere's a rule against tipping the club waiters, but 
I guess there's none against tipping their wives," re- 
marked Vandraken. 

**How much did you tip her?" 

"About three hundred." 

^^Three hundred ! That is less a tip than an endow- 
ment," said Lord Ancester. "I wonder why he doesn't 
bring the cigars?" 
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^'He'B probably having a fit out in the hall. No ; here 
he comes, cahn as ever — the experiment failed. But, 
thank goodness, I got rid of three hundred !" 

Ancester ran his eye down the cigar-case, and se- 
lected. ''The very best are two-and-siz. Fve taken a 
shilling one." 

''I shall follow your example. You were right about 
that wine ; it doesn't taste like anything. Waiter !" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Gret me a whiskey-and-soda. And, waiter ! take away 
those two cobweb repositories. What's the use?" he 
demanded, excitedly, of Ancester. "What's the blighted 
use of having two himdred million dollars, when it won't 
buy any more for you than an ordinary income will? 
That's what I want to know. Why, I ought to be able 
to buy five-guinea cigars and ten-guinea wine, and lots 
of them; but even if I could get them, which I can't, I 
couldn't smoke any more, or drink any more, than any 
poor devil scraping along on ten thousand a year. Same 
way with women. I can plaster them with diamonds, 
and upholster their furniture with five-pound notes ; but 
they can't sell me more than they've got, and if they 
could — well, I can pay for any amount, but I can't buy 
any more than any other man. The fate which gave 
me the wealth of hundreds of men should have given 
me the capacity of the same number — ^that's what I 
claim." 

"There's your whiskey-and-soda, Vandraken," said 
Lord Ancester, looking cynically amused at Vandraken's 
complaint. 

"Bring two more^ waiter," said Vandraken, gulping 
it down. "It's all very well to order them," he grum- 
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8 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

bled, ^*But if I drink them, the chances are 1*11 have a 
head in the morning. What's the good of having five 
thousand pounds a day, if you can't hire a man to have 
your headache? They say you can buy anything you 
want in London. They lie. One can't hire or buy, even 
for two hundred million dollars, a man to take the con- 
sequences of even the very smallest of one's own physi- 
cal follies." 

"I wonder" — ^Lord Ancester was meditating aloud — 
"I wonder " 

"What? You wonder? You surely don't pretend 
that there is the remotest possibility of such a thing !" 

"I am no scientist; therefore, to my irresponsible 
intelligence nothing is impossible, though many things 
are, I admit, improbable. Why, I have a letter in my 
possession now, written to a man I know — a millionaire, 
like yourself — ofi^ering to sell an invention that would 
relieve him of the consequences of his follies, if he cared 
to commit any. Of course, it is probably only a mil- 
lionaire trap." 

Vandraken leant forward eagerly. "No ? — ^have you ? 
What did the man do about it?" 

"Nothing whatever. He very naturally thought it 
a fraud. A man as rich as he is has to be on his guard 
against frauds. Showed me the letter, and was going 
to bum it, but I asked him if I might keep it as a cu- 
riosity. That's how I came by it." 

"And you — do you think it's a fraud?" 

"All those sorts of things are frauds until they are 
demonstrated. Then they become inventions. I should 
classify it as a remote but interesting possibility." 

Vandraken was getting more and more excited. He 
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drank another whiskey-and-soda without noticing it. 
The room was nearly empty now. 

"Great Scott ! Suppose it shouldn't be a fraud ! Sup- 
pose some one really has invented some sort of a dodge 
of that kind! Why, I^ give millions for it. Just 
fancy being able to do anything you want, and as much 
as you want, without having to stop to consider the 
consequences! Why, if I let myself go, Fd look old 
and haggard and dissipated in no time — ^blear-eyed, 
puffy, and purple — the kind of face you see around 
the Bruterion bar that puts you off your drink. But 
if there were no consequences of that kind, think what 
a time I could have for a few years! What value I 
could get out of my money ! I'd deny myself nothing ; 
I'd experiment with forbidden fruit east and west of 
Suez, north and south of Paris. By God! I'd get the 
good out of my youth!" He poured himself out an- 
other whiskey-and-soda. "I say, Ancester, let's have 
another drink — ^just one more." 

Lord Ancester shook his head. "Not for me. You 
see, I've got to take the consequences of my own drinks." 

"A small cold bottle, then. Oh, all right, if you 
won't! But this idea has got into my head. I can't 
go to sleep till I see that letter. You'll show it to me 
to-night, won't you?" 

"The letter is at my rooms, if you care to walk round 
there with me." 

"I'd crawl there on all fours !" 

**It's probably a fraud, you know." 

**Well, suppose it is? It's only a matter of a few 
thousands; and, if it isn't a fraud, it's the one chance 
to live up to my income, to avoid being cheated of the 
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10 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

value of my money — ^those infernal millions, which are 
the greatest fraud of all, because they can only buy 
me what is within the reach of any ordinary income. 

And after a few years of it Mind you, Ancester, 

I don't want to racket about all my life, but after I 
have dnmk all I want to drink, and smoked all I want 
to smoke, and played about all I want to play about, 
I'll be as young and decent-looking as I am to-day, and 
some beautiful young girl will marry me, and not find 
me — corked/* He rose to his feet excitedly. "Let's go . 
round to your rooms now." 

"AU right. Come on." 

They got their coats, and passed into the hall. 

**Call a hansom," said Vandraken to the porter. 

**If you don't mind, we'll walk. It isn't far to Jermyn 
Street." 

It was half -past one, and Piccadilly was empty, ex- 
cept for a few elderly French and Belgian ladies, who 
were doing their weary sentry-go. 

One of them stopped in front of Vandraken. Her 
paint and powder, her trained, wan smile, and cheaply 
gorgeous clothes did not suffice to conceal from the 
young man the ravages of consumption. She said 
something in a tired voice, but in a foreign patois, which 
Vandraken did not understand. He shook his head in 
good-natured refusal, and was turning away, when some 
pathos in the defeated gesture she made struck that 
note of impulsive sentiment which vibrates so easily in 
the American character. Many hundred pounds still 
remained over from his day's income. 

"You're a bit of a linguist, Ancester," he said, pull- 
Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 11 

ing out a roll of notes. ^^Ask her how much she'll take 
to retire from busmess." 

"Don't be a silly ass," answered Lord Ancester, sti- 
fluig a yawn. ^^For goodness' sake, come along !" 

"Not till you ask her," answered the young man, 
doggedly. 

"Anything to get to bed," murmured the other, and 
spoke a few sharp words to the woman in her own lan- 
guage. 

"She says ten thousand francs." 

Vandraken handed the woman a roll of notes. She 
shuffled over to a lamp and began to examine them 
eagerly ; then, looking round, like a hungry dog, thrust 
them into her corsage and disappeared. 

*^Ten thousand francs ! She will be able to retire at 
least twice on what I have given her. Thank goodness ! 
I have nearly spent my day's income." 

"And very likely bought back a soul. The woman 
will retire, all right." 

"I don't believe in souls, and I don't want to. I was 
sorry for her body. What's a soul, anyway?" 

"An extremely plausible theory, my dear fellow. The 
bite noire of smart society, and the Nonconformist's 
one hope of getting even with it." 

They turned down Jermyn Street, and reached Lord 
Ancester's rooms in silence. His valet opened the door 
for them. 

"I wish you would find my green letter-case, Williams, 
and bring it to the smoking-room. You may go to bed 
then. I will let Mr. Vandraken out." 

'^And might he call a hansom, and tell it to wait 
outside?" 
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12 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

"Certainly. By the way, where are you stopping?*' 

"IVe got rooms at three hotels, but I imagine they 
will rook me more thoroughly at the Ritz than any of 
them, so I shall go there to-night.*' 

They had entered the smoking-room. It was panelled 
to the ceiling with Elizabethan oak, looted from one 
of Lord Ancester's disused country places ; the carved 
oak mantel was of the same period; candles the only 
light. There were some photos of race-horses on the 
walls. Ancester pointed them out to his guest. "You 
ought to get some of those; amusing, and very expen- 
sive." He had thrown himself on a lounge. Vandraken 
was too excited to sit down. When the servant entered 
with the green-leather letter-case, he went eagerly for- 
ward and took it from his hands. 

"Don't forget about the hansom," he said, and man- 
aged to tip him without his host seeing. 

Ancester unlocked the case and handed Vandraken 
a letter. "There you are. German-looking handwrit- 
ing, isn't it?" and watched Vandraken with interest as 
he devoured the contents. 

"Sir," it ran, "I have made an invention of interest 
only to the young man who has many millions to spend, 
the young man who would like to buy millions' worth of 
enjoyment, but dare only buy thousands, because the 
consequences of buying more he knows too well. 
Through my invention, these consequences he can make 
another man take, so he can have much pleasure, and 
pay only with money. I will only sell the invention to 
one man; my pay would be one hundred thousand 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CR(ESUS 18 

pounds, one thousand paid down before I discuss the 
matter. 

^^Abdul yon Tabsenhezm. 
'^8 St. Martin's Street, Covent Garden/* 

** Abdul von Tarsenheim!" repeated Vandraken. 
**What a strange name !" 

**Gives you confidence. One can't help feeling that 
a man with such an out-of-the-way name could do out- 
of-the-way things." Ancester sat up straight on the 
lounge. Vandraken was re-reading the letter. **Sorry 
to seem inhospitable, but I'm for bed. Got to be fit 
for to-morrow. Polo at Ranelagh, you know. You can 
keep that letter, only I wish you'd let me know what- you 
decide to do about it." 

"Decide to do about it! Why, hunt up Abdul first 
thing to-morrow morning. It's only a thousand, even 
if the thing's a fraud." 

**Still, one hates being done in the eye by a German. 
However, I'm glad you have decided to investigate. 
That letter has really roused what's left of my curios- 
ity. Lord! but I'm sleepy! Let me light you down 
the stairs ; and don't forget to tell me about your in- 
terview. Good-night." 

"Good-night!" 

The door banged. Vandraken got into the waiting 
hansom, and was driven to the Ritz. 



Digitized by VjO,OQ IC 



CHAPTER n 

Does civilisation throw its shadow forward? Or is it 
only the god of the world of design experimenting with 
new types? Or some protecting deity holding up a 
warning hand, that we may know we are losing our way, 
and must retrace our steps? For it is certain that from 
time to time the close observer will note men moving 
through the throng who are not of our time, not as 
other men. The warning hand is the explanation one 
would prefer to accept, the hand with the magic mirror, 
showing us, by an extreme type, ourselves as we will 
be when we have travelled our present road to its logi- 
cal end. 

Vandraken was an instance of extreme type. - If there 
is anything in heredity, his vices and virtues were hon- 
estly come by. A grandfather and father who made 
a god of business, forging steel and iron into ever more 
wonderful shapes; their brains into more powerful in- 
struments. Three generations of mothers whose ma- 
ternal instincts were satisfied by their first child, and 
who then became the mere spending apparatus for their 
husbands' wealth-producing machines. Encouraged in 
every way to think of themselves, their caprices, and 
how to indulge them, was it any wonder that the fruit 
of such a family tree was materialism? Or that Stand- 
ish Vandraken, its present product, was out of propor- 
tion morally? 

14 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 16 

In a few brief months the whole economic aspect of 
America had changed ; great brains, forged in the fierce 
fires of competition, organized, and put out those fires, 
and the heart's blood of their weaker brethren was the 
fluid poured on the flames. 

The Vandraken Steel Works, after three generations 
of vicissitudes, went into a combination at one hundred 
million dollars. 

Vandraken's mother, also an only child, inherited 
from her father fifty million dollars, the result of bank- 
ing, insurance, railroads and frenzied finance. His 
father manipulated the stock market with these colossal 
fortunes, and another fifty millions was added. Old 
Vandraken had a brain which nothing but millions could 
glut; he had no other vices, no expensive tastes. It 
was the game, and the excitement of the game, that his 
brain craved for. He and his fellows were mad, and 
did not know it. They were money hogs, who could no 
more stop eating while there was food in the trough 
than the dipsomaniac can stop drinking while there is 
liquor in his glass. 

Vandraken's father had a friend to whom the money 
game had never appealed. He had spent his income 
as it came in. He had realised that the greatest thing 
money can buy is time — the raw material of life itself. 
His own time he kept for himself, his wife and children ; 
other men's time he bought. He could not paint a 
picture with his hands, but could conceive one with his 
mind and dictate it to a trained artist, and make him 
see the picture and paint it. Hack-writers had written 
novels from his conceptions. He had financed a theatre, 
bought a grouse moor in Scotland, a partridge shoot 
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in Norfolk. He had taken time to study his children, 
and know them, and teach them the philosophy of life. 
The poor and oppressed had had their share of his 
wealth. His son was a power in politics. 

One day he asked Vandraken, Senior, when he was 
^oing to stop work and begin to enjoy himself, and 
to live. 

"When I am the richest man in the world, or when 
I am dead. Not before," was the answer. 

Then his friend compared the lives they had both 
lived, and asked him whether, if he could live his life 
over again, he would live for the money game or live 
for life, and the old Croesus broke down, and confessed 
that his life had passed in a fever, that he was a wealtho- 
maniac, and incurable ; that he could not stop the game, 
because he had no other interests in life, and it was too 
late to acquire them. But he remembered he had a son, 
and he made a resolve. He would live again in that 
son. All the things he had not done, all the money he 
had not spent, that son should do and spend. As a first 
step towards the realization of his plan he sent the boy 
. to Harrow. His wife having recently died, and there 
being no one to spend the money, it piled up prodig- 
iously. 

When Standish Vandraken had been at Harrow for 
three years his father died, but not before he had dinned 
into his son's ears that he was to spend money, not 
make it. Perhaps he hoped to be conscious in some 
other world that, on the earth he had left, bone of his 
bone, flesh of his flesh, was doing all the things he had 
left undone, weaving a complete pattern out of the 
tangled threads he had left behind. 
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The boy came back to America for his father's fu- 
neral, and entered Harvard, which, in spite of an allow- 
ance equal to the President's salary, did not turn him 
out as conceited as the average college boy; Harrow 
had seen to that. He had inherited brains, too, and 
had a sense of humour — ^both enemies of conceit. 

It would have been better if he had had less brains, 
for the creative faculty having reached a cUmax in his 
father, could go no further; so it reacted, and mani- 
fested itself as a destructive force in the son. But he 
had inherited no sense of the responsibilities of wealth ; 
no school or college had taught him how it was made, 
or that it was concentrated essence of labour, dangerous 
to spend without much thought, equally dangerous to 
keep and accumulate. An explosive in the hands of a 
boy, and that boy playing with it in crowded thorough- 
fares. 

He could not see the danger of such concentrated 
wealth, either to himself or to the community which 
had helped in its concentration ; but he could see great 
possibilities of personal enjoyment. It would, of course, 
take careful planning. He mapped off his life into sec- 
tions : so many years for the lust of the flesh, so many 
for the desire of the eye. Looking forward, he saw 
clearly that enjoyment existed only in contrast. He 
was a materialist born and bred ; he was as material as 
all his world will be in a few years, unless some great 
reaction sets in. They say that the worship instinct 
exists in everyone. Vandraken worshipped the physi- 
cal ; the spiritual had no meaning for him. Something 
which was called conscience bothered him, but he only 
regarded it as an inconvenient survival from Puritan 
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days, much as the surgeon regards the survival of the 
appendix ; that conscience was a call from the spiritual 
world would have seemed absurd to him. 

Consequences were something to be reckoned with, 
rocks to be carefully navigated. The appalUng fact 
that vast wealth carried no added capacity of enjoy- 
ment was another difficulty in the way of mapping out 
his life. But as his father and grandfather had over- 
come problems in the steel business, he hoped to find a 
way out of the circumscribed physical limits he found 
so annoying. 

In the map of his future life the largest space was 
given up to marriage; only it must be with his ideal 
woman, and after he had created a background of 
stormy joys, as a contrast against which the calm of 
married life would be peacefully restful. In the pride 
of youth and wealth, he tiiought that he could plan 
his life. He mistook the laughter of the gods for the 
smiles of the world. 
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CHAPTER ni 

Vandbaken had not slept much after leaving An- 
cester^s rooms. He was paying a hundred pounds daily 
for his quarters, and there were thousands that night, 
in the doss-houses of London, getting more sleep for 
twopence. 

Abdul von Tarsenheim's letter had taken a firm grip 
on Ms imagination. Chimerical, fantastic, as the idea 
seemed, he clung to the possibility of it with both hands. 
He knew he would be laughed at for entertaining it — 
that ninety-nine out of a hundred would have regarded 
it as one more scheme for trapping the wily millionaire. 
But he also knew that it is not the ninety-nine, but the 
one, who has always done the impossible in this world. 

Hypnotism? Now, what could have seemed more 
unlikely than that, before it was demonstrated.^ The 
vast wealth his father had made so quickly men would 
have regarded as an impossibility a few years before. 
A French novelist had once projected the idea of the 
possession of a fabulous fortune. For a few years, 
people had said, What wondrous imagination! And 
now — ^why, he himself could have bought up a dozen 
Monte Cristos and kept them for pets. He remembered 
his father saying to him once, "Anything which can be 
thought of can be done," and the judgment of a father 
who had made two hundred millions is not to be de- 
spised. 
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Vandraken was possessed with the idea of spend- 
ing, but had, as yet, no very clear idea of how he would 
go about it. He had come over to England, believing 
it to contain more money-spending machinery than oth- 
er countries. He felt the ferment of youth working 
within him, urging him on to all manner of physical 
gratification ; but that, he knew, would pass after a few 
years, and be replaced by other desires. Still, while 
that part of his life lasted, he wanted to live it to the 
utmost, so that he could look back and see that, from 
his point of view, as a spender, those years had not been 
wasted. 

But a spectre always stalked in upon these dreams^. 
It was a picture of himself as he would be after a few 
years of the life: a bloated, purple-faced creature, to 
whom women sold themselves with a shudder ; whose ap- 
petites were nothing but habits; whose nerves were so 
blunted that he could no longer distinguish between 
pleasure and pain, between the ugly and the beautiful. 
A creature so repulsive, that no matter how tired he 
got of the life, he could never lead any other: win the 
love of some really nice girl, be the patron and pro- 
moter of all that was best in art, literature, and the 
drama, be the best shot and the best rider of his day, 
carry out a single one of the plans for the next phase 
of his life. 

The ability to look forward, which had enabled his 
father to see and remove all obstacles before he came 
to them, had been transmitted to the son. Vandraken 
knew that unless he could find some way to remove the 
grisly spectre, he would have to abandon that part of 
his dreams, and only sow a thin crop of wild oats, such 
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as any poor devil on ten thousand a year could sow ; a 
crop which would be no credit to anyone, least of all 
to the richest young man in the world. Every day he 
lived he was reminded more and more forcibly of this 
fact, so that his mind — which had really been working 
for a long time on this subject — was absolutely pre- 
pared for the suggestion contained in Abdul von Tar- 
senheim's letter. Instead of appearing, as it would have 
appeared to any ordinary mind, as a monstrous absurd- 
ity, it simply filled in Vandraken's a long-felt want. 

A curious crowd had collected outside the Ritz Hotel, 
for it had leaked out that the motor waiting at the 
entrance belonged to Vandraken. The halfpenny news- 
papers had thoroughly whetted public curiosity about 
him by constantly referring to him as the richest young 
man in the world. There were, of course, several for- 
tunes far and away bigger than Vandraken's, but they 
all belonged to elderly men ; and there is nothing thrill- 
ing about a rich old man, except his testamentary dis- 
positions. But the thought of youth and wealth com- 
bined is different; men speculated on what they would 
do if they were Vandraken. One paper offered a prize 
competition for the most original answer. Another 
paper, more economical, asked for answers to the ques- 
tion, "Would any woman refuse to marry him?" and, 
of course, a great many women wrote to say they would 
refuse, and bought the paper to see their names in 
print. 

Vandraken had become blase about being advertised ; 
the yellow papers in America had given him a surfeit 
of it: but all the same — a small crowd in Piccadilly! — 
he knew it generally took royalty to gather that. He 
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heard one man say, "Wouldn't mind being run over 
by that motor. A jury'd give proper damages against 
'im.'' 

Another man hazarded the opinion that "'E was go- 
ing down to the Bank, to see if 'is coin 'ad arrived from 
America." 

Vandraken smiled to himself as he thought of their 
astonishment if they knew his real errand. 

Abdul von Tarsenheim was at home, and Vandraken 
was ushered into a dingy room which smelt of chemi- 
cals. An object like a large cupboard occupied one 
comer; it was concealed by curtains. 

"Much more like a blackmailer's den than a scien- 
tist's laboratory," thought Vandraken, only slightly re- 
assured by the smell of chemicals. Von Tarsenheim 
did not keep him waiting long, but he stood at the door 
and scrutinised his guest, instead of speaking. His 
long neck, thrust outwards and upwards from his 
rounded shoulders, made his visitor think of a vulture. 
He was tall and very swarthy. His hooked nose, and 
long, dark, pointed beard, suggested an Afghan. His 
eyes, piercing and dominant, were meshed in a network 
of speculative lines. His general expression was a 
mocking smile, as though he regarded all the world from 
a point of tremendous superiority. His accent was only 
slightly foreign, but he had peculiar modes of expres- 
sion, suggesting the foreigner, without giving any clue 
to his nationality. His age might have been anything 
over forty. There was something tremendously for- 
cible about him which did not go with age; but while 
his hair was black, his face had the wrinkles of a wise 
old man who has lived a Uf e of concentrated thought. 
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He kept up his steady gaze at Vandraken, as though 
he could do it for ever. 

"The beggar's doing it for effect,'* thought the 
young man, growing restless under that silent scrutiny. 
"It's up to him to speak first." But, being unable to 
stand the situation any longer, he burst out: "I sup- 
pose you speak English?" 

"Oh, yes, I speak the English ; also I understand the 
American. I have lived in that country." 

Vandraken laughed. "Then we will get along aU 
right. I came to see you about your invention." 

"Ah, yes, my invention." 

"The one you wrote to Mr. Duttonworth about. The 
letter was passed on to me." 

"So ! Let us sit," answered this sombre host, coming 
forward from the door, waving Vandraken to a chair 
as he took one facing him, and rested his open hands 
on his outspread knees. "This Mr. Duttonworth never 
answer my letter; he thinks I am a fraud. But it is 
natural. Oh, yes, that is quite natural. And you do 
not think it a fraud? You wish to buy it? The terms 
you know from the letter — ^yes?" 

"It may be a fraud, for all I know — ^it probably is ; 
but I am willing to know more about it. I understand 
you claim to be able to make one man take the conse- 
quences of the excesses — ^and — er — dissipations of an- 
other?" 

"The physical consequences — ^yes." 

"That's all that bothers me. The moral consequences 
can look after themselves." 

"Yes, my friend, the moral consequences can look af t- 
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er themselves/* Von Tarsenheim said it solemnly, look- 
ing right through Vandraken and on beyond him. 

*Well, Herr von Tarsenheim, all you have to do is 
to convince me of your ability to do as you, say, and I 
will pay your price/' 

"All you have to do, my friend, is to pay me one 
thousand pounds, and I will convince you/' 

"But when you have pouched my one thousand," said 
Vandraken, anxiously, "what shall I have to show for 
it?'' 

"Nothing ; nothing whatever." 

"I think you ought to make some preliminary ex- 
planations — I do, really." 

"My terms are in the letter you refer to." He rose. 
"You do not like them? Well, I did not invite this in- 
terview." He moved towards the door, as though to 
open it. 

"Oh, come ! I say, don't be so quick ! A thousand 
pounds " 

"Are nothing to the kind of man who would buy my 
invention. They are nothing to you." 

Vandraken took some notes out of his pocket. "You 
are right. What's a thousand pounds? Only wanted 
to be business-like." He counted out ten of them. 
"There you are. Now, then, go ahead, and explain 
your invention." 

Von Tarsenheim looked through the notes, and stuffed 
them carelessly into his trousers pocket. "Good. We 
can now talk. Draw your chair to the table." 

The two men faced each other across that table, the 
one young, eager, excited, expecting some miracle ; the 
other calm, with the calmness of great force, very con- 
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▼Incing, with his slow, certain gestures, a hint of con- 
temptuous superiority in his Toice and in the irritating 
mockery of his smile. 

*Trou would not be here, Mr. " -He paused, as 

though expecting Vandraken to supply the name, but 
the young man only laughed in an embarrassed man* 
ner. "I see you do not wish to tell me your name. That 
is natural. I say you would not be here if you were 
— ^what you call it — ^sceptical." 

*^o. I don't think I am sceptical. Some things 
are more improbable than others — that^s the way I look 
at it.'' 

'^And the life of the fish, it is not understood by the 
blackbird. So the bird thinks the water is to drink ; he 
does not believe it is for fish to live in, because he him- 
self would not breathe in it. Oh, it is hard to believe 
in what you cannot see or hear or touch." 

^^Damned hard," murmured Vandraken. 

**Yet you will have to do this thing, if you believe in 
my so wonderful invention. Ah, but I must not say 
it is all mine. It was first thought of by Ormuz, the 
Chaldean, thousands of years ago; but, alas! it was 
not perfect, and that was not good for Ormuz, the 
Chaldean, because Ptolemy, King of Egypt, was much 
disappointed, and put him to death." 

"May one inquire where you picked up this fragment 
of history?" 

"Oh, yes. There were books in the Alexandrine li- 
brary, very nice books, but they were all burnt. It is 
curious that whenever knowledge has reached too great 
a point, destruction has come — always, always." 

"But ^" 
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"But it IS hard to bum. so many books. A few were 
saved, and four were with my mother's tribe." 

"What " 

"Desert gipsy my mother was ; my father, he was of 
Austria. And so I come to know those four books. Ah, 
very interesting, those four books, and with modern 

science Ah, yes, electric force is easier controlled 

than odic force. If Ormuz, the Chaldean, had knowl- 
edge of electric waves, Ptolemy, the king, would have 
made him Vizier. Of hypnotism he knew, and the plane- 
tary vibrations — it was wonderful what Ormuz knew; 

he had the knowledge of the Stolomites. But " 

Then he leant forward, and said, with an air of triumph 
that was positively human, "I, Abdul von Tarsenheim, 
know all that Ormuz knew, and more — more — ^more !" 

"It all sounds interesting," said Vandraken, feebly, 
"very interesting." He felt like a thin wire which was 
being overcharged. 

"And so," continued Von Tarsenheim, "the thing that 
Ormuz, the Chaldean, could not do for Ptolemy, King of 
Egypt, I can do for you ; and though you cannot make 
me Grand Vizier, you shall pay me one hundred thou- 
sand pounds. Yes?" 

"But what is the process.^ That's what I want to 
get at." 

"Yes, the process. Do you know anything of hypno- 
tism?" 

"I have seen people hypnotised — confounded fools 
they looked, too." 

"It is a lost art — that hypnotism — ^but I know of 
it what Ormuz, the Chaldean, knew, and that is more 
than any living man. I know also where the force 
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comes from, and the planetary vibrations which govern 
it. Astrology now — do you know anything of that?" 

**Nothing whatever.'* 

"You have not seen the tide turn, then?" 

"Rather ! Of course I have," 

"Then you have seen the effect, with your eyes, of a 
planetary vibration. But there are many effects you 
cannot see, effects which cannot be brought before 
your conscious mind, and they are very many and very 
strong ; so much affecting the minds of men, and yet no 
two people are susceptible to exactly the same vibra- 
tions, for that is as you are bom." 

"How about twins?" 

"Twins? Are they not sensitive to the emotions one 
of the other? Oh, but very much. I cannot make all 
this process clear so shortly, but this I tell you : There 
is a certain electric wave I find — ^with that wave I 
change, I control the planetary vibrations of two men ; 
I fuse them as two metals — ^I make them more than 
twins — much more." 

Vandraken looked incredulous. 

"And this also was known to the Chaldean, that each 
birth of man leaves what we call an aura somewhere 
on the universe. It is like a reflection or a shadow, and 
as the human being changes, so changes the aura, and 
every good thought that is projected by the human 
mind is reflected on it ; and then, too, the bad. So that 
as a man has lived, so will his aura be at his death. 
Ah, but they must be unpleasant things to look at, some 
of those auras." 

"I say!" objected Vandraken, "you are going too 
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fast! What, exactly, is an aura, and where does It 
hve?" 

"Ah, I am stupid, mister. I must explain more care- 
ful, more slowly. For instance, now, the soul. All the 
wise men, all the clergymen, say it play hide-and-seek 
inside us.'' He laughed his cackling laugh. "And that 
is very funny to me. Where is there room for it.? Un- 
der the diaphragm? Yes, it must be very little, very 
tiny, this soul!" Then his voice changed, and became 
as the voice of a fanatic. "No, no! I tell you it is 
on your star, the star they say you were born under, 
of which I will explain later; not confined down here, 
but at large on that star, as your body is at large here. 
On the immaterial plane lives the soul, the aura — call 
it what you will ; on the material plane lives the body." 

"May I smoke?" asked Vandraken, pleasantly. He 
believed Von Tarsenheim was getting off a conjurer's 
patter, but he felt confident that the man was possessed 
of unusual powers. 

The occultist shot a curious glance at him across 
the table. 

"Certainly, O Prince of Materialists. You do not, 
then, believe in any plane but this?" 

"I have never given the matter any thought," an- 
swered Vandraken, lighting a cigar. "It simply does 
not interest me ; this world does. Still, I am always open 
to conviction, and your theory has its advantage — it 
keeps the soul at a decent distance, way off on some 
star, where it can't bother." 

"Disrtance! distance!" cried Von Tarsenheim, explo- 
sively. "Rocks are distant from one another — ^there is 
no such thing as distance to the soul ! Ach Gott ! it is 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 89 

like talking to a tree !'* He ran his hands desperately 
through his black locks. ^^Don't you understand that 
there can be no sense of distance, when you are con- 
nected with your soul as two telegraph instruments are 
connected? There!'* tapping the top of his head, "is 
a little gland ; in it there are three grains of red earth — 
there is a vibration like a chord of music, and along 
that invisible connection the thoughts of the body travel 
to the soul, and inspirations of the soul travel to the 
body, and that little gland is the receiving and sending 
instrument." 

'Tfour theory?" inquired Vandraken, interested. Any- 
thing worth weighing appealed to his inherited legal 
and business mind. 

"No !" snapped Von Tarsenheim. "It is no one's the- 
ory. It is a fragment of truth, preserved in the books 
I tell you of, from the days when the truth was known, 
and men's brains were capable of receiving it. There 
were no theories in those days, my friend, and only one 
religion — as there would be to-day, if the truth of the 
imiverse were imderstood. There are traces of truth 
in all religions. The recording angel, now! A man's 
soul self is created perfect, and as he defaces it, or as 
he keeps it in perfection, so is the record of his life. 
Yes, my friend, each man is his own recording angel, 
and I tell you there are some unpleasant moments after 
death. When a man has to meet his own soul, and see 
it as it is, as it was, as it might have been — ^that, my 
friend, is the second death. For I tell you that the 
survival of the jSttest is a law which runs all through 
the universe; and the soul which is not. in tune with 
the master chord cannot live long, for the very har- 
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mony with which it is out of tune will enervate it, and at 
an opposite combination of the planets under which 
it was created it disintegrates, decrystallises, and ceases 
to exist as a consciousness. Your Bible will tell you 
that a Zoological Garden of imperfect creatures is kept 
preserved in flame. No ! no ! The scrap-pile, my friend 
— the scrap-pile, the melting-pot, and recasting. Ah, 
yes ; it was the melting-pot, and its symbol, the flame, 
from which your hell was taken. All that is in my 
• books. It is very interesting, but for our purpose it 
leads to this — every thought. must be recorded some- 
where ; there is no invention to prevent that. You lead 
the material life, you deface the soul; backwards and 
forwards the reflections go from earth to star, and so 
on the human face the record is also written. This is 
where my invention comes in. I cannot overcome the 
law of Record, but I can" — the occultist rose from his 
chair and gazed down at Vandraken's face triumphantly 
— ^**I tell you, I can transfer all your thought vibrations 
to the soul of another, provided I find a man who is of 
the same star who will permit that I hypnotise him." 

"Ah ! now you are beginning to talk business," said 
Vandraken, puffing thoughtfully at his cigar. "To pay 
another man to stand for the consequences of all I do — • 
that*s what I'm after. I don't know why, Herr von 
Tarsenheim, but I am frightfully bothered by my con- 
science. Every time I have the least bit of a spree. 
Colonel R. E. Morse comes and sits at the head of my 
bed next morning. Now, what I want is to have hira 
go and sit at the head of the other chap's bed. Can you 
manage that?" 

"It's all — ^what you call? — ^included," answered Von 
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Tarsenheim. "I deflect the vibrations which connect 
you with your soul to the other man. Think of it as 
a wire; that is easiest. I disconnect the soul end of 
your sending wire, and connect to the other man's soul. 
On it you will write the record of your life, on his face 
will the story be reflected. It is his conscience which 
will feel the pricks, as his soul implores him to end its 
agony. For that is all the voice of conscience is — a 
spiritual thing shrinking from what is, to it, pollution. 
It is a wonderful invention," he added, rubbing his 
hands. "As for your own soul, it will be blinded by 
the operation — able to influence you to some extent, but 
vaguely. You will feel, at times, drawn away from 
physical things, but you will not listen if you do not 
wish. It will not bother you much, I think.*' 

Vandraken got up and walked about the room. 

"It all sounds logical, and as far as it goes it is all 
right. If I bat about, the other man will get to look 
dissipated, and he will have my conscience, which I don't 
envy him. But what I want is to be able to drink all 
I want, smoke all I want, and all that sort of thing. 
Now, what I want to know, is this: Will the other 
chap get drunk when I drink too much, or will I? And 
paresis, and all that sort of thing — ^how about that?" 

"Ah, my friend, for that I have made all provision. 
I might transfer those also to the other man, but it 
would be unkind. This is what I do : You have heard 
of Mental Science? Well, that is a great half-truth in 
the wrong hands. They say matter does not exist. 
Well, there is such a world, but it is not this world. 
Like every other reh'grion or theory which has taken 
hold of many people, there is some truth in it. Ormuz, 
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the Chaldean, he was himself ahnost a Mental Scientist, 
for he knew that if a man could make himself believe 
that he had no pain in his head, he would have no pain 
in his head. And how could he do this? Because the 
mind has power over matter, and by hypnotism he could 
gain this power. And so, if you believe that you can 
drink a bottle of whiskey and it shall not make you 
-drunk, and spend the night in revelry and not be tired, 
you shall not be drunk, you shall not be tired. The 
Mental Scientist says there is no such thing as disease, 
and to be drunk is a disease — result of alcoholic poi- 
son. You cannot have what does not exist — you cannot 
Jiave disease — ^you cannot get disease." 

"That's sound," interjected Vandraken; "that is 
quite sound." 

"But how to believe strongly enough, that is the 
<li£Sculty. Yet by hypnotism, carried to the point where 
I can carry it, it is quite simple. I hypnotise you, and 
also the other man. I make you both believe that for 
five years you can feel no physical effects from dissi- 
pation, and you will feel none—^any more than the 
Mental Scientist can feel a cold in the head which he 
does not believe exists." 

"I see the point," said Vandraken. **Why, I hadn't 
thought of Mental Science in that way before." 

"Without me to furnish the hypnotism and the will- 
power, it would have done you no good ; you could not 
believe strongly enough unless you were hypnotised. 
And so I, by my knowledge of these forces, can put 
you in control of another man, whether through the 
fusion of these auras and planetary vibrations, or under 
the name of hypnotism — ^what matters the name? Of 
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hypnotism you have seen the effect* It would take 
years to teach you the cause. So this I say: I put 
you in control of this other man, and you will that to 
him shall come the consequence of each excess, and it 
will be so. You shall spend the night drinking the red 
wine, living the red life in the arms of the so wonderful 
women that your money will draw about you ; yes, you 
shall have all the love that money can buy, more than 
all the sultans of the East, and in the morning you 
shall wake as the child wakes." 

"No Colonel R. Egret sitting by the bed, eh? But 
how about the other man?" 

"He shall spend the night in sleep, but he shall wake 
from bad dreams, and in the mirror he shall see the 
shadow deepen on his face, another line about his eyes^ 
which will be more sunk, his mouth shall be looser, but 
the leer on his lips wiU be the more seen for that. Oh, 
he will not like himself. Come ! I show you something." 
He went over to the comer where the curtained object 
was, and drew the curtains. 

A large glass was disclosed, divided in two. In one 
side was a glass stool on a rubber mat ; a stool on the 
other side was made of some kind of metal ; across the 
top ran some glass tubes, in which coloured light flashed 
spasmodically, but the colours varied in the different 
tubes, of which there were nine. Vandraken noticed 
that he tingled all over when some of the tubes flashed^ 
while others had scarcely any effect on him; but aU 
affected him differently. 

**X-rays?" questioned Vandraken. "Or is it helium?" 

"Neither," answered Von Tarsenheim. **They are 
planet rays." 
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*^Wha-at!" cried Vandraken, taking a hastj step 
backwards. ^^Here ! Let me out of this !" 

^^But they will not bite; they will not jump out at 
you. They are like birds in their little cages. See 
the plumage, the nice plumag^, of different colour for 
every planet. Red or yellow or blue, according to the 
nature of their vibrations.'* 

**But it is incredible !" gasped Vandraken, collapsing 
in a chair at a respectful distance. 

"Ah, yes, it is incredible ; that is why I da not speak 
of it in the newspapers. The sun rays, now, focussed 
in the magnifying-glass — ^piff ! children play with them. 
The moon rays, lovers reach their arms to them, poets 
write of them, the tides dance with them. But the 
rays of Jupiter, and Mars, and Venus, and the others — 
twinkle, twinkle, little star! Yes?" He laughed mock- 
ingly. 

"I'm getting my thousand pounds' worth, I certainly 
am!" murmured Vandraken. "It's a first-class peep- 
show — all creation hopping about the room. There 
was a man in New York who claimed that everyone radi- 
ated some particular colour of his own, and said he 
could see them. For five dollars he'd tell you what your 
colour was." 

"The police arrested him — ^yes? I know him. They 
club him on the head, and call him crank, and fine him 
ten dollars. He saw men's souls, that man, but he talked 
about it. He was a fool." 

"Souls!" said Vandraken, impatiently. "You surely 
don't insist that I believe in them?" 

"There are many words, my friend, for something 
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about us not made of protoplasm, but soul is the short- 
est. You need not believe now, but when you are hyp- 
notised you will subconsciously believe." 

'*I take no stock in it — none whatever. A body is 
enough for me. The other thing was invented by par- 
sons, so they could rook you." He spoke defiantly, but 
imeasily. 

"The parsons.^ Oh, yes, it was easy for them once; 
bodies were not so comfortable as they now are, so peo- 
ple liked the idea of the soul. Now they have the nice, 
long, comfortable life, they say it is enough ; the soul 
is one damned nuisance. When I finish my invention 
for making death the end of all things, people will pay 
me more than all the clerics in the world ; then I am the 
richest man of all. Oh, the poor clerics ! Ormuz, the 
Chaldean, would have done this, but Ptolemy, the King, 
put him to death. It was best for him. The priests 
would have burnt him (as they will want to bum me), 
and his book, and then I, Abdul von Tarsenheim, would 
not have seen it." 

"Look here," said Vandraken, "Fm collecting rare 
books, ril give you your price for that one." 

"Some day perhaps I sell it. My mother's tribe of 
the desert gipsies, they kill me if they know I have it. 
There was a Syrian" — ^he chuckled — "they think he 
took it. Oh, the poor Syrian ! They torture him, so that 
he say where he hide it, but he died too soon. Some day 

— who knows? — ^they find I have the book. Then ^" 

A look of fear came into his eyes for a moment. '^But 
no, it is too far from the desert to Leicester Square." 

"I don't think I want that book, after all. Your 
friends might think I'd bagged it. But I'll buy this 
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invention of yours for a hundred thousand pounds — 
that is, if you can convince me that it is not too dan- 
gerous." 

"Dangerous ! To the other man a little, to you not 
at all. Oh, I can convince you of that. Then I will 
have a hundred thousand pounds, and so I can finish 
the invention I tell you about ; and then some day you 
— you who believe not in souls — ^will come to me with 
yours, and you will offer me all your fortune if I will 
destroy it for you. Yes, you will come to me as men 
come to the dentist, to have killed the aching nerve in 
the hollow tooth, and just so easy will I destroy it and 
give you rest." 

A rapt expression chased the mocking smile from 
Von Tarsenheim's face for a moment — ^the look of the 
religious enthusiast. 

"If ever I become convinced that I have the article 
you mention, FU come to you, all right, Von Tarsen- 
heim. While I live I want to live, and when I die I 
want to die; and as a healthy-minded agnostic, and a 
close student of Darwin, I'm not worrying about the 
future. Just fix me up so that I can enjoy the present, 
and I'll pay you well. But how about the other man, 
the man who has to stand for it all? Have you got 
him on the string?" 

"No, I have not got him, but that is easy — oh, very 
easy. For ten thousand pounds you can get many men. 
A nice, strong, young man — that is what we want — but 
so desperate from poverty that he will not ask many 
questions. But he must be of your star, so I do not 
find him in a minute, but I find him." 

"Of course, I'd want him to know what he was up 
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against/' said Vandraken. '^I wouldn't care to get him 
under false pretences. I hope you understand that?" 

"Oh, but perfectly. I will look for a desperate man 
who wants to earn ten thousand pounds very quick. 
When I find the right man, I tell him how he have to 
earn that money; he will not believe it, he will laugh, 
and think us mad ; but the money will be good money^ 
and he will take it." 

"So you don't think he will believe it? Why notP 
If I can " 

"Because he will not wish to believe it, but you da 
wish to believe it — ^that is why. Some things we are 
bom to believe, some things we are made to believe, but 
most things — ^because we wish to believe." 

"Well, we can't do more than tell him. But suppose 
he gets tired of having these second-hand sprees? Is 
there any way out of it for him?" 

"Yes," answered Von Tarsenheim, reflectively. "He 
could kill you ; then he would have rest from you. But 
Ormuz wrote it down that to kill another man is an 
imwise thing to do, for the soul of the slayer must then 
bear responsibility for all the slain has done. Thus, 
should the scapegoat slay you, he would have rest from 
you for the future, but the past would remain marked 
on his face for ever. For myself, I do not believe it ; 
I can see no reason for it. Even the wise Ormuz wa» 
not free from superstition." 

*^Suppose I killed the scapegoat?" asked Vandraken^ 
"How did the superstitious Ormuz figure that out?" 

"Ormuz wrote it down that on the face of the slayer 
would come all the results of his acts, as though the 
scapegoat had never been. But I believe it not. Only 
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this I believe : that when you die the scapegoat will be 
released for the future and the past. 'In death your 
face will have written on it the record you escaped in 
life, and the shadow will lift from the face of your 
scapegoat. For in death your souls will become dis- 
entangled, and as your soul is marked so will your face 
be marked." 

"But look here," said Yandraken, who had been re- 
flecting, "I don't care about how I look when I'm dead, 
but I doii't want to be dead. First thing you know, this 
chap will get tired of his bargain, and want to kill me. 
He won't know about Ormuz's superstition, and prob- 
ably wouldn't believe it if he did. It isn't good enough. 
He would be a sort of bogey man to the end of my 
days. The hundred thousand I don't mind, but this is 
a different matter." He rose. **You have had your 
thousand, and I have had a most interesting conversa- 
tion, well worth the money. Good-morning." He had 
his hand on the door-knob. 

For the first time during the interview Von Tarsen- 
heim exhibited eagerness. He drew the curtain about 
the glass cupboard, and came over to the young man, 
putting his hand on his arm. ^^Sit down again, my 
friend. I will put your fears at rest." 

Yandraken did not sit down, but he turned away from 
the door. "Well, go ahead. I'm open to conviction." 

"You have not reflected — ^this other man need never 
see your face or know your name. You can be masked 
— ^he will never know, never. Come ! You will buy the 
invention — ^you will have your years of joy, your jour- 
ney to Yenusberg, the joyous carouse, the arms and 
lips of houris, and nothing to pay on this earth but one 
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hundred thousand pounds; and beyond this earth you 
do not believe. Come ! I like you — you are materialist 
to the backbone. It is not only money with me — ^I wish 
to see the result of my invention. You will be a fine 
subject. Sit down. Let me explain how it is all quite 
safe, the operation, both to you and to the other man." 

Vandraken returned to his chair. ^^As I said, I'm 
open to conviction. I hadn't thought about a mask." 

Half an hour later Vandraken left St. Martin's 
Street, convinced that, whether the operation succeeded 
or not, there was, at any rate, no risk. He believed 
that there were greater possibilities in hypnotism than 
had ever been, so far, developed. And while the ideas 
which Von Tarsenheim had tried to explain to him about 
the soul had in no way shaken his materiaUstic creed, 
he saw no objection to the theory that the invisible 
connections which existed between man and man had 
something to do with planetary vibrations. But, as 
far as he was concerned, he would have been every bit 
as well satisfied had Von Tarsenheim simply told him 
that he was going to operate by hypnotic suggestion, 
brought to a hitherto undreamed-of point. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Vandeaken left Von Tarsenheim's rooms feeling he 
must talk to someone immediately. Remembering his 
promise to Lord Ancester, to tell him the result of his 
meeting with the writer of the letter, he went straight 
to that nobleman's chambers. His chauffeur was sur- 
prised to hear Vandraken say, "Let her rip, Morton. 
This is not a funeral procession !" For hitherto he had 
not been bitten by the speed mania. But now that he 
was on the threshold of buying immunity from some 
of the limitations of the body, he began to realise his 
antagonism to the limitations of space and time. Mor- 
ton, the chauffeur^ did his best, but they were held up 
by a block in Piccadilly. 

"What ihake of motor is this, Morton?*' chafed Van- 
draken. 

"An Upton, sir." 

"Is it the fastest there is?*' 

"Lord, no, sir ! But it's the best all-round, comfort, 
safety, appearance, and as fast as there's any use for." 

"I've use for the very fastest, Morton. I'm tired of 
crawling. What is it? Where is it to be had?" 

"The Verdun— Paris. But " 

"Well, go to Paris to-night, and buy me one. Damn 
this block! I could get there quicker walking. Buy 
me tjie fastest motor that can be made. I'm losing 
years of life going about so slowly." 

40 
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"All right, sir. I'll buy it, but I really couldn't un- 
dertake to drive it." 

"Well, then, buy me someone who will, Morton. You 
can drive the electric brougham and things. There ! — 
now you can get through!" 

The Earl of Ancester was bom with a silver spoon 
in his mouth, but his well-meaning relatives had con- 
spired with circiunstances to jerk it out. Because he 
was an earl, and had a very good income, they insisted 
on melting him down and pouring him into the mould 
which convention has shaped for the young man of 
wealth and position. Nature meant the boy to see vis- 
ions and dream dreams, and create beauty in some 
form or another. His uncle and guardian, thoroughly 
conventional men, decided that the only way to eradi- 
cate this deplorable and morbid tendency was to follow 
up a public-school education with a cavalry regiment. 

They succeeded in breaking him of his imaginative 
tendencies — ^it is not difficult, for a while. He became 
very good at sports, particularly polo, which, on ac- 
count of its pace and picturesqueness, appeals to im- 
aginative men. But he was left to battle with vague 
yearnings which he did not understand. He spent his 
early youth searching feverishly for something, he did 
not know what, or even where to look for it. A menu 
of life was presented to him. He ordered every dish, 
but left the table dissatisfied, and some of the dishes 
were very expensive. 

At twenty-one he fell in love with Lady Donoyle, and 
his starved imagination, which had now lost all sense 
of proportion, sent him wild over a married won^an of 
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twenty-seven, whose husband, a dissipated brute, had 
treated her shockingly, and then gone mad. 

Lady Donoyle had acknowledged that she was moved 
by his devotion, but steauiily refused to run away with 
him. The mere fact that her world would have found 
excuses for her deterred, and a sense of humour, which 
saw possibilities of a ridiculous element, kept her from 
yielding to the dictates of passion. 

His baffled love, which was no boyish infatuation, as 
Lady Donoyle believed, but a far-reaching sense of af- 
finity, drove him completely out of his course. He gave 
up the army, and went in for racing, and anything else 
which held any measure of excitement. Being a very 
attractive man, many offers of consolation came his 
way. And as a man opens book after book, seeking 
something of real interest, the young man took up 
one woman after another, read the first chapter, looked 
at the end, yawned, and tried something else. 

Men are often called inconsistent when they do the 
thing which their real nature impels them to do, instead 
of the thing which the world's estimate had led it to 
expect. 

When Vandraken was shown into his room, he looked 
up from a letter he was writing, and observed : "Hello, 
Vandraken! I was just writing to you." 

"No! Were you?" 

**Yes. To ask you to let me have back that letter, 
and not to go near that chap. Von Tarsenheim. But," 
tearing up the note, "you have saved me the trouble. 
No, not that chair ; the one by the window is twice as 
comfortable." 
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Vandraken took the chair indicated. *^You are too 
late. I have just come from Von Tarsenheim." 

"You have! You certainly didn't lose much time. 
Of course, there wasn't anything in it?" His voice 
exhibited anxiety. 

"But there was. At least, when I was with the man 
I felt there was nothing he couldn't do. Everything 
he said sotmded as natural and probable as the engi- 
neering supplement of the Times. Of course, he had a 
lot of patter, like a conjurer, about souls, and auras, 
and planetary vibrations, and things. Said he got it 
out of a book saved from the Alexandrine Library. But 
you couldn't help feeling that when the patter was all 
over he'd produce the rabbit from the hat, all right. He 
has samples of the planetary vibrations, all different 
colours, in glass tubes, and I must say they made me 
feci a bit queer. But his long suit is hypnotism." 

^^hat does the man look hke?" queried Ancester. 

"A cross between the Wandering Jew and a college 
don. Every bit as cocksure as a professor of mathe- 
matics. But, I say ! — ^why have you gone back on the 
idea? You were ever so keen on it last night." 

^^Last night's different. A man's an idiot to go by 
the decisions he comes to at midnight. No one is sound 
at that time ; his morals are at their very worst. I ad- 
mit I thought it would be amusing to see a first-class 
materialist in action — playing an unlimited game with 
unlimited counters — ^but Well, look here, Van- 
draken, the truth is, I had a beastly dream last night. 
I dreamt I'd been to a funeral ; and afterwards — ^it was 
night, in the streets of a great city, and the streets 
were crowded with people, all pointing upwards. That 
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made me look up, too, and there, in the pitchy dark- 
ness overhead, I saw what they were pointing at. It 
was a coflSn, floating in the air. You could tell it was 
a coffin, because every nail was picked out in points 
of fire; so were the handles. It^was travelling through 
space, like a comet, till it came over my head ; then it 
began to fall. All the people in the street shrieked and 
ran, but I couldn't follow them, because my boots had 
turned to lead — the way your boots do, you know, in 
bad dreams. I thought the flying coffin was going to 
drop on my head. It came down like a falling star, 
right at me, but it fell at my feet." 

Lord Ancester had been sitting on the edge of the 
table. Now he came over, and gripped Vandraken by 
the shoulder. 

^'I tell you, it fell, splash! at my feet, and as the 
damned thing hit the ground it burst into flames, and 
you — yes, you, Vandraken! — sat up in that coffin, 
among the flames, and cursed me. And your face was 
the face of a drunken satyr; it was written all over 
with vice and debauchery — ^the kind of face you de- 
scribed at the club last night, which puts you ofl^ your 
drink at the Bruterion bar. It was your face as it 
would be after you had carried out your plans, and the 
scapegoat had shifted the results back to where they 
came from." 

He let go of Vandraken's shoulder and looked out 
of the window. "It was a horribly vivid dream. I don't 
want any more of them." 

Vandraken laughed mechanically. "So I cursed you, 
did I? Wonder why." 

^^Because I had got you into it. You reached out 
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your hand — ^you wanted me to pull you out; but just 
as I was going to do it, you turned into smoke, and a 
wind sprang up and blew the smoke away in every di- 
rection — all over creation. I tell you, that dream has 
got on my nerves, and I have to play for Ranelagh, 
against Hurlingham, to-day. But you'll give up that 
Von Tarsenheim business that I got you into — eh? and 
I'll never talk rot at night again." 

"Never eat lobster at night again — isn't that what 
you ought to have said? Indigestion — ^that's all it was. 
You'll be all right after five minutes at polo. Anyway, 
I'm not going to throw away a chance like this for the 
sake of a dream. Why, just think, Ancester! — I'll be 
able to do any blesiled thing I want, and no consequen- 
ces ! I can hardly wait to begin !" 

"There will be some consequences. Even if Von Tar- 
senheim finds a scapegoat for you» there will still be 
consequences. The eternal purpose will take vengeance, 
automatic and rekntlcss, far any attempt at interfer- *, 
ence." 

"What an inconsistent chap you are, Ancester! I 
never thought you'd take to preaching." 

"Consistency is the safeguard of weaklings. A man 
ought to be strong enough to change his mind. I had 
planned to take a selfish pleasure in seeing you make 
a beast of yourself, or rather two beasts of yourself. 
I've exhausted my own enthusiasm for that sort of 
thing, but I thought I would enjoy it as a spectator, 
specially when it was as well done as you meant to do 
it. From a selfish point of view, I feel that way still, 
l)ut I'm older than you, Vandraken, and I have no right 
to use you in a psychological experiment. So I ask 
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you to give up this uncanny project. Tell you what 
I'll do if you will give it up. Til go over to Paris with 
you next week, and we'll have a bust together. Never 
meant to do that sort of thing again, but I will if you'll 
do as I ask." 

"I'll think it over, and let you know. What a queer 
chap you are, Ancester!" 

"Come down to Ranelagh and see the polo. It will 
be a good match. Here's a ticket." He went over to 
his writing-table. "And here's a card for Lady Do- 
noyle's ball. She made me promise to bring you. You 
will come, won't you? It's not a big affair, but it will 
be well done." 

"Of course I'll come — ^to the dance, and the polo, too. 
But I'll only see you in the distance at Hurlingham." 
He turned back from the door. "You're a good sort, 
Ancester. I'll let you know about Paris." 

Like many highly emotional men, Vandraken pro- 
tected himself from prying eyes by an adopted reserve. 
The fact that he had tried to laugh off Lord Ancester's 
dream, with its resultant change of mind, was no guide 
to his real attitude in the matter. His friend's unex- 
pected request had disturbed him a good deal. Ances- 
ter understood him well enough to know this, and took 
it for granted that the yoxmger man would abandon 
the hare-brained scheme after he had thought it out 
alone. Therefore, he made no effort to detain him, and 
went down to Hurlingham with a mind relieved from the 
effects of his haunting vision. 

Vandraken got into his motor again. ^^I don't care 
where you go, Morton, but I would like to go faster 
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than the nurses with the perambulators. So take her 
to some pkce where yoa can let her out." 

^'Richmond Park, sir?" soggested Morton. 

^All ri^t; that will do. I can hmch at the Star and 
Garter.»» 

To Lord Ancester, who had outlived the years when 
the physical impulse dominates, or to the average man, 
whose mind is diverted from it by the fi^t for exist- 
ence, Vandraken's point of view was inconceivable. It 
was a psychological irony that the element in this ma- 
terial youth which made him ding most tenaciously to 
the idea of the triumph of the flesh over its limitations 
was the germ of inunortality, and the spiritual essence 
which he so absolutely denied. 

The revolt of man against the weights and measures 
of physical existence, and the relentless fact of death, 
has impelled him towards the recognition of some ele- 
ment in himself which can defy them. But every vic- 
tory man has won in the war with time and space has 
dimmed the goal of his ancient desire. Every inven- 
tion which has pandered to the comfort of the body has 
blurred the image of that paradise which a more un- 
comfortable generation had set up. It is no longer the 
priest, who eases the ways of death, on whom civiliza- 
tion lavishes gifts, but the man who eases and enlarges 
the ways of life ; the inventor, whether represented by 
himself, or the corporation which has bought or stolen 
the invention. But the priest still gets a dole, and will 
continue to, so long as the fear of death impels man- 
kind to hedge its position. And as the speculator who 
hedges can no longer see the trend of the market, so 
civilized society can only realize its true position in 
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the person of such extreme manifestations as Vandra- 
ken ; and then only if it can follow the workings of 
such a mind. 

Society would have held up its hands in horror had 
they been told that Vandraken's attempt to extend the 
boundaries of the physical was only the tendency of 
civilization carried swiftly to its logical conclusion. The 
Church was not striking blindly when, of old, it struck 
at Science. It was the instinct of self-preservation 
scenting its stalking enemy. Pointing to a product like 
Vandraken, it would be justified in saying, "I told 
you so!" 

In trying to realise the tenacity with which Vandra- 
ken clung to his abnormal project, we must accept the 
explanation, then, that it was the religious impulse gone 
blind, but none the weaker for that. He was an extreme, 
who had reached such a point in evolution that he was 
bound to exaggeratedly represent the society which had 
bred him, or to react from that society so strongly as 
to lead a tremendous spiritual movement. Like a tower 
built too high, he was bound to topple in one direction 
or the other. Without being conscious of it, he had 
adopted materialism as his religion. 

He was quite surprised, himself, at the difficulty which 
he found in acceding to his friend's request, particularly 
as Ancester had a strong influence over liim. As the 
motor worked its way slowly through the streets he 
debated the matter with himself, calmly and sanely, and 
decided not to abandon his project; but later, when 
they had got clear into the coxmtry, and were travelling 
at a high rate of speed, an erratic decision came to 
him — ^he would leave it to chance. Ancester had said 
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that it would be a good polo match — the sides were 
exactly even. 

As Lord Ancester was leaving the dressing-room at 
Ranelagh a note was handed to him. 

"Deae Ancestee : I'm going to leave the decision to 
fate. If your side wins, or draws, 1*11 do as you like 
about Von Tarsenheim. If Hurlingham wins, FU do 
as I like. S. V." 

Lord Ancester set his teeth. "Confound the young 
brute!" he thought. "Left it to fate, has he? Nice 
sort of thing to leave it to. Wonder whether fate is 

for the side which has the best ponies — or Well, 

anyway, I'll play polo this day." 

Vandraken, a keen player himself, had never been so 
fascinated by a game of polo before. He felt that 
he had staked enormously on the result, but hardly 
knew which side he wished to win. 

It was a brilliant scene, this modem tourney. Per- 
fection everywhere — ^in the flawless lawns, flecked with 
colour from chifi^ons and parasols ; in the beauty of the 
women, intensified by the excitement produced by the 
concentrated physical excellence of men and horses in 
motion, to the music of half a dozen massed bands from 
crack regiments. 

Neither Hurlingham nor Ranelagh scored for the 
first twenty minutes, which was very fast. During the 
interval Vandraken was strolling through the slowly 
moving crowd of pretty women and smartly-dressed 
men, wishing he could come across someone he knew, 
when he felt a hand on his shoulder. 
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"Why, it's AbingerP' he said, turning around, and 
recognising a man who had been in his house at Harrow. 

"Thought you were in Yankee land, Vandraken," ob- 
served the other man, shaking hands. He was one of 
those small-featured, small-eyed, well-groomed individ- 
ual youths which English public schools and universi- 
ties turn out as bye-products, in batches of a thousand, 
like enormous clutches of well-bred chickens. Youths 
who, by dint of doing the same things at the same time, 
thinking the same thoughts, wearing the same sort of 
clothes, falling in love with the same sort of chorus 
girl, get along splendidly as long as they are not called 
upon to take initiative. 

"I only came from America a few days ago," an- 
swered Vandraken, "but the newspapers have advertised 
it pretty widely — to give the begging-letter writers a 
chance, I suppose." 

"Nothing about it in The Sporting TimeSy^* replied 
Abinger, "and that is the only paper I ever read. Who 
did you come down here with?" 

"Ancester asked me to come and see him play. We 
have a sort of bet on the result." 

"I say ! isn't he playing up, though? I wouldn't care 
to be one of his ponies to-day, if he's going to ride them 
all like that." 

They watched the game in silence for a time, fas- 
cinated by the pace of the dancing ponies — ^Vandraken, 
at least ; Abinger was less keen. "Doing anything to- 
night?" inquired that youth, after awhile. 

"Nothing particular," answered Vandraken, as the 
second quarter ended. "I was thinking of asking you 
to come and do a music hall, or something. Fact is, I 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SOUL OF CR(ESUS 51 

\ ^ ' , 

don't know the ropes yet. Ancester is bored with all 

that kind of thing ; had enough of it, he says." 

"Look here !'* confided Abinger. "If you don't mind 
spending some *sop,' I can put you on to something 
really worth while in the way of a spree, only you'll 
have to pay for me, too. I'm broke." 

"Only too glad. I'm having an awful time trying to 
spend my income." 

"It's the Devil-may-care Club," said Abinger, in a 
low voice. "You won't have much trouble spending your 
income there, or your capital, either." 

"It's very good of you, Abinger. I " 

"Oh, that's all right," replied the youth, airily. "Go 
on my I. O. U. for a thousand?" 

"No," said Vandraken, "I won't. But I'll lend you 
a thousand, payable at death, you know, without inter- 
est." 

"What a lucky devil you are!" muttered Abinger, 
enviously. 

"Look there!" exclaimed Vandraken, as the specta- 
tors began to applaud. "Ancester has got a goal for 
Ranelagh! I don't believe Abdul and I are going to 
make a deal, after all." 

"Who is Abdul?" asked Abinger. "A *bookey?' " 

Lord Ancester had forced the pace too much during 
the first half of the game. His men were tired, and at 
the beginning of the last quarter Hurlingham got two 
goals in rapid succession, then played on the defensive. 
However, during the last five minutes they worked the 
ball down the field. Then, out of a struggle danger- 
ously near the Ranelagh goal. Lord Ancester suddenly 

emerged with the ball. By a marvellous combination of 

I 
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skill and luck he had carried it through every one but 
the back) and came down the field at a terrific pace o'n 
Squirrel, one of the fastest ponies in England. 

Two of the Hurlingham men, who also rode fast p<o- 
nies, were racing him, half a length behind. The back 
was further forward than he should have been. Lord 
Ancester smashed the ball past him, on an angle, and 
raced after it. 

The spectators were frantic with excitement. Van- 
draken had almost ceased to breathe. Even the massed 
bands had stopped playing. Lord Ancester had the 
ball fairly in front of the Hurlingham goal. He stood 

up in his stirrups to give the final stroke Then, 

like an equestrian statue, crumbling in plaster, man and 
pony came to the ground ! A valve had gone in Squir- 
rel's heart. 

"Fate has decided," murmured Vandraken. 

"Decided what?" asked Abinger. 

"I don't believe in dreams, anyway," was all the an- 
swer he got, and the conversation shifted to the Devil- 
may-care Club. 
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CHAPTER V 

Fabian Dabe handed his last coppers to the gilt- 
haired girl behind a certain bar in Leicester Square. 
The contrast between his shabby, disreputable clothes 
and well-bred good looks caused the barmaid to cast 
him a glance of contemptuous curiosity as she handed 
him the beer and sandwich he had called for. 

He was a yoimg man of about twenty-one, whose 
face would have been Byronic were it not for a hope- 
less, hunted look — pathetically suggestive of a thor- 
oughbred dog which has been chased through a slum» 
He looked at the girl meditatively as he drank his beer» 
When he put down the empty glass he shook his head 
meaningly, as though he had delivered a verdict against 
something ; then he walked across to the Square, and sat 
down tiredly on an empty bench. Only one of the occu- 
pants of the other benches looked up as he took his 
place among the broken men who sat or slept, disconso- 
lately, in Leicester Square. That man eyed him with 
great interest, through piercing, mocking eyes; but 
Fabian Dare was unconscious of it. 

In every great city west of Suez there are certain 
squares and parks where, from the sea of humanity, the 
surges of life cast up its shipwrecked mariners. It 
was about five o'clock in the afternoon nihen Fabian 
Dare sat down in Leicester Square. As it was a sum- 
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mer evening, onlj the tallest of the surrounding build- 
ings threw its shadow across the benches and the statues 
of the philanthropists. Some of the men slept, their 
heads thrown back at a horribly suggestive angle ; one 
man's neck had a brilliant red handkerchief round it, 
carrying out the impleasant idea of a throat which 
had just been cut. A black cat stalked a pigeon, with 
all the craft and subtlety of its jungle ancestors, but 
the pigeon, though appearing blandly unconscious till 
the cat was flattened out on its stomach, a few feet 
away, always fluttered on at the critical moment, and 
the black cat had to begin all over again. But he never 
took his eyes off^ the pigeon, any more than the black- 
looking man, with the face of an Afghan, removed his 
eyes from Fabian Dare. 

Some of the men on the benches slept; some gazed 
moodily at their boots ; but Dare looked far away into 
space, resting his chin on his hand. He had a decision 
to make: he had to choose between the workhouse or 
suicide. The workhouse had less terrors for him than 
it would have had for the average unemployed sandwich 
man, but it was only a temporary expedient, not a per- 
manent solution — not like death. He thought whim- 
sically of the old proverb, "Never put off^ till to-morrow 
what you can do to-day'' ; the idea brought a wan smile 
to his face, and the man who was watching him made 
a note of it, as a diagnosing physician might jot down 
a symptom. The tide of humanity rose higher around 
him, swelled by the matinSe crowds pouring out of the 
music-halls. Fabian Dare sat holding the scales between 
life and death, intently watched by the other man. 

The planets had frowned on Fabian Dare's birth, as 
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his father's people — ^baronets in a small way — ^had 
frowned on the marriage with the play-actress which 
was responsible for that birth. If his mother had been 
a good actress, or his father a good man, there might 
have been some fitness in his union. But though she 
had the dramatic instinct, she had never learnt her 
business, and when her beauty faded, after the dis- 
illusionment of her marriage, she couldn't even get 
walking-on parts in solvent companies. 

As for his father, he was bad all through. The only 
accomplishment he had was playing the prodigal son ; 
but there is no record of a married prodigal son work- 
ing his parents with any success. His marriage with 
the actress closed the paternal castle to him for ever. 
His wife having lost her beauty and her earning ca- 
pacity, the raison d^etre of the marriage seemed to have 
disappeared, so Dare, Senior, did the same. The mo- 
ment he selected for his exit coincided with the disband- 
ing of the travelling company in which his wife was 
acting — ^making up in quantity what she lacked in qual- 
ity, by doing three parts in that strenuous melodrama, 
"The Curse of Cain.'' 

It was in Liverpool that "The Curse of Cain" Com- 
pany met its Waterloo. Mr. Dare seemed to see the 
finger of Providence pointing the way to America. Ob- 
jecting to the steerage, and not having the price of 
a second-class ticket, he travelled saloon, for he had 
been to America, and back, previously, and had noticed 
that his state-room steward was the only ticket-collect- 
ing machinery on board. He did not want a state-room, 
for it was summer, and he considered the dining saloon 
stuffy, and had the deck-steward bring him up his meals. 
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Owning no baggage, he walked past the customs-house 
inspectors and disappeared under the tangle of wires 
which roofs the streets of New York, thus evading all 
record of his movements by this simple and economical 
method of travelling. 

The world has agreed to regard the stranding of 
touring company as a joke: perhaps it cannot associate 
real tragedies with a people whose lives are spent in por- 
traying imaginary ones. But to Mrs. Dare it was an 
overwhelming disaster. She was taken ill in the shabby 
little hotel where they were staying, and the crusty old 
bachelor who ran it hadn't the heart to turn her out. 
Then he took a fancy to Fabian, who was at the fas- 
cinating age of three. When no one was looking, he 
would fondle the pretty child, and even in the presence 
of others was only gruff in the doggy fashion which 
children understand. So that a great friendship grew 
up between the two. 

It took Mrs. Dare eighteen months to die, and then 
old Buckbarrow adopted the boy. Having always dis- 
liked his own name, he allowed him to be called Fabian 
Pare, putting the name Buckbarrow somewhere in the 
middle, where it would never be noticed except by law- 
yers. 

Buckbarrow had money, a good deal of money — some- 
thing like fifty thousand pounds — ^the result of mining 
in California. The hotel was only an environment, 
something to keep him in touch with his kind ; the reali- 
sation, too, of an old ambition of his youth, namely, to 
make a thousand pounds and own a pub'. He would 
have been every bit as happy, perhaps more so, in the 
thousand he wanted to make as in the fifty thousand 
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he did make. For the benefit of some small cog-wheel 
in the vast machine of destiny, the larger smn was 
necessary; so instead of being the rubicund landlord 
of the Red Lion, or the Blue Boar, or the Bingshire 
Arms, he became the worried proprietor of Buckbar- 
row's Hotel. 

Fabian Dare did not take the colour of his surroimd- 
ings. Though the Dares were only Irish baronets in 
a small way, behind the baronetcy stretched many a 
generation of knights and barons and the arrogance 
of feudal power. The strain, which had run low in 
his father, came out with double force in the son. In 
spite of his mother, in spite of his sordid infancy, and 
the commonplace surroundings of his boyhood, by look 
and voice and instinct young Dare showed himself pa- 
trician, and the greater the contrast between Buckbar- 
row and his adopted son, the greater the pride of 
Buckbarrow. 

At length, the hotel which had been his pride, and the 
cronies who had paid court to him and drunk his beer, 
began to look common and vulgar ; anything was good 
enough for him, nothing was good enough for the boy. 
When Fabian was fourteen years old, Buckbarrow sold 
the hotel and bought a small residential estate on the 
Thames, a house which Fabian need not be ashamed 
to bring his friends to when he came back for the holi- 
days from Rugby, and, later on, from Oxford. 

Rather to old Buckbarrow's disgust, he had decided 
to go into the Church. He was drawn towards that 
profession less by any strong religious bias than by 
the dramatic instinct which he had inherited from his 
mother. The emotional, poetic side of rehgion appealed 
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to him ; he felt that there was a world of beauty with 
which religion was the connecting link; that the time 
would come when he would be moved to see the Heavens 
opened to reveal their secret, that he, in turn, might 
paint to listening thousands the antithesis of Dante's 
Inferno. 

Shortly before Fabian Dare was to be ordained, while 
a few examinations still remained to be passed, his 
adopted father became bitten with a mania for specu- 
lation. His income did not seem to buy as much as 
it used to, and he wanted to own a real gentleman's 
country seat. He knew one or two men who had made 
fortunes speculating in mining shares, men who did 
not know anything about mining, as he did. 

Alas for poor old Buckbarrow ! He studied mining 
reports and values, and never heard the word manipula- 
tion. He was a lamb with a long fleece, but they got it 
all in the end, those manipulators. Before Fabian Dare 
had finished with Oxford, his adopted father died in 
debt, and the young man found himself penniless; so 
he came up to London to make his fortune. Even if he 
could have held on till he was ordained, the idea of 
being a poor, half-starved clergyman had no attrac- 
tion for him. He determined to deliver his message 
through literature. Of his relatives he knew nothing ; 
he was absolutely alone in the world. 

It took the boy some time to discover that the world 
owes no one a living, least of all to a man whose pro- 
fession is that of a gentleman ; but gradually he began 
to realise that there was no place for him in the scheme 
of civilisation. He was proud at first, and only tried 
to get work befitting a gentleman. After he had been 
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hungry for awhile he became less proud, and sought 
jobs of any kind; but he found that however humble 
the job, there was always some degree of skill required ; 
that to do a full day's work at the roughest manual 
labour requires special knowledge of how to lift a spade, 
or a pick-axe, or something, in such a manner that 
there shall be the minimum of effort, so that a man's 
energy may last out the full ten hours. And then 
he observed that there were thousands of men, who had 
both skill and strength, who could not get work. He 
began to realise that nature makes more of everything 
than she wants, and the surplus are the sacrifices made 
on the altars of a civilization which has become too 
sensitive to pain to allow the old barbaric kind of 
sacrifice. 

He observed that modern civilization has interfered 
with the law of the fittest, so that the useless surplus 
are no longer killed, or made slaves of, as in barbaric 
days, but are provided by the workhouse with the means 
of existence ; and this seemed to Fabian rather a pity. 
It robbed him of the best excuse for suicide, and it gave 
society an excuse for not blaming itself for his fate. 

It takes some little time and a great many hard 
knocks to make a young man, who has been brought 
up to regard life as a playground, realise that it is a 
battle-field. Fabian Dare, who was a good-natured, 
easy-going idealist, thought at first there must be some 
mistake about it all; that the men who snarlingly re- 
fused his applications for work were out of sorts, and 
would think better of it next day. He did not realise 
that his refined good-looks and pleasant, easy smile, ad- 
vertised him as one who did not belong to the drudge 
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class, and no manager cares to manufacture drudges — 
there are lots of them bom every day. When his clothes 
got shabby, and his face pinched, he couldn't even 
get interviews — ^the office boy did the refusing. Then 
he gave up the idea of working with his brain, and 
offered the product of his muscles for sale. Once he 
succeeded in getting a job on a building, but was turned 
off because he didn't belong to a imion. He found he 
would have to serve some years as an apprentice before 
he could join that union. 

He was rather glad to find that he couldn't get man- 
ual labour, for the idea of suicide had begun to take 
hold of him ; but he didn't feel that he had any right 
to carry it out as long as there was a reasonable chance 
of supporting himself ; and the dirt and squalor of the 
labouring class, while no pimishment to those bom 
among it, was a horror to this sensitive, highly-strung 
youth. 

He wasn't bitter about it at all, and he blamed no 
one. He saw it was a game at which only a few could 
win, and live off the sweat of the brows of the losers, 
and that an equal division of everything — ^no prizes and 
no penalties — would make life even less worth living. 

Of course, the idea of suicide had been very repug- 
nant to him at first. 'Tis a cold plunge over the edge 
of the known, without any guarantee of extinction in 
the unknown waters below. Perhaps only a change 
from the dream to the nightmare. Dare's vivid imag- 
ination could hint at dreadful possibilities. He had 
already experienced the horrors of living in an environ- 
ment for which he was not fitted, and that seemed the 
most probable form which future punishment would 
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take, If there was anything logical or automatic in 
the universe. He felt that it was all wonderfully logi- 
cal, wonderfully automatic, and suicide might call for 
some automatic revenge. The fear of death, not the 
love of life, keeps, perhaps, as much as half the world 
alive ; but the fear of life had at last come to overshadow 
the fear of death in the mind of Fabian Dare. 

His left leg was curled under the seat, lus right 
thrust forward to support his elbow, for his chin rested 
on his half -closed right hand, the knuckles of which 
concealed his mouth. His gaze was now focussed on 
the far-away, for he had been sitting a long time in 
the Square. The fingers of his left hand drummed an 
irresolute sonata on his other knee. 

During all the hour which Dare had spent trying 
life at the bar of his experience of it, the other man 
had watched the progress of the trial with the intensity 
of a surgeon at an important vivisection. He had taken 
in the externals — ^his Oxford cricket cap (he had raised 
twopence on his bowler), down the relics of a good tweed 
suit to his ^fragmentary boots. He had watched the 
young man's gaze rise gradually from those boots to 
the level of the life thronging by, till it passed beyond 
that, into regions where it could not be followed. Then 
the man nodded his head with the satisfaction of a 
surgeon gratified by his experience. And at that mo- 
ment Dare had passed the death sentence on life. In 
the end it was the vision of the gaudy, frowsy barmaid 
which decided him: he realised that something like that 
was the most he could hope for in the way of woman- 
hood, and even in his prosperous days he had been fas- 
tidious, demanding much of, giving much to, the sex. 
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He ranembered a commemoration day at Oxford only 
a year ago, one of those sweet, sad memories which early 
spring hoards up to make bearable the winter-time of 
age. Two days of laughter, dancing and boating. A 
girl with red-gold hair, and blue eyes responsive to every 
mood of youth. A girl whose title and position put her 
beyond his reach, and, therefore, by the very hopeless- 
ness of his adoration, added an additional rapture to 
its pangs, inspiring him to bum incense of poetry at 
her shrine ; and one poem, sadder than the rest, he had 
sent her, written on the back of his photograph. Per- 
haps if she heard of his tragic death she would spare 
him a thought from the fashionable gaiety in which the 
papers pictured her as moving. 

Yes, it must be death. But how? Should he throw 
himself into the river? Someone might pull him out 
after he had gone through all the agony. Under a 
train? Someone might pull him away, or, at any rate, 
a good deal of him ; and he hadn't the price of poison, 
nor the privacy necessary for cutting his throat. 
Death? Yes! But how to achieve it? 
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CHAPTER VI 

As IF in answer to his unspoken question, the other 
man came over to him. 

He stood in front of the young man, bending for- 
ward over a stout walking-stick, and spoke with a slight 
foreign accent, more Austrian than German: "It is 
not so easy to get, my friend — ^this death — ^yes? No?" 

Dare looked up with haughty surprise. It was truly 
startling to be addressed on the subject of his inmost 
thoughts by a stranger, an outsider, too, and a for- 
eigner. The undergrad' in him spoke up : 

"What cheek r 

"Cheek ! Oh, yes — ha ! ha ! I have not the introduc- 
tion — the sacred English introduction ! The pity ! But 
I cure it. Permit me.*' He fiunbled in his waistcoat 
pocket and produced a card. The imdergrad* spirit had 
exhausted itself in that one expletive. The broken man 
reached out his hand for the card, with a dazed gesture, 
and read aloud, "Abdul von Tarsenheim, Occultist." 

Dare gazed vaguely at the card. "Abdul von Tar- 
senheim," he muttered dully. "Occultist," he added, 
looking up at the other man in a dazed sort of way. 
"Of course " 

"It vas my name. We are now introduced. May 
I sit?— yes?" 

^^If you want to." Fabian was still looking at the 
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card, as though for advice. "I was rather taken by 
surprise, you know. Hope I didn't say anything rude r" 

"Rude!" laughed the other man, as he seated him- 
self on the bench. **But no! — ^the rudeness was mine. 
Without the introduction you must not speak — except 
to the policeman, eh?*' 

"I suppose," said Fabian, trying to recall his 
thoughts from the back of beyond, and beginning to 
study his strange companion, "I suppose you had a 
reason for wishing to speak to me." 

"Reason ? Oh, yes. But I learn my English in Amer- 
ica. They have the saying there, *Lif e is too short to 
beat about the bush.' You understand American?" 

"Rather! There were two Rhodes scholars in my 
Quad." 

"Good! It make the speaking quicker. You wish 
to kill yourself — ^yes? You have not the means — ^no?". 

The young man nodded. 

"Very well, then — ^I help you. If you were rich you 
would like to live?" 

"Yes — if I were rich." 

"To throw your two arms round the wonderful young 
life. But to be the dog in the gutter — from there to 
watch the young life go by — ^no ! Death in any form, 
eh?" 

"Yes, you're right ; death in any form. I've had all 
I can stand of the gutter. But how? What do you 
suggest?" He looked questioningly at the other man. 

"You smoke?" said Von Tarsenheim, producing two 
long, black cigars from his vest pocket. "Good!" as 
the young man took one mechanically. "It helps one 
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to forget the gutter, the good smoke. A man can see 
the stars through the good smoke — ^yes." 

Fabian lit the cigar. The whole situation began to 
appear thoroughly natural. He did not speak, so Von 
\ITarsenheim continued: 

' "But how? That was what you ask when I inter- 
rupt with the cigar. How you get this death or this 
richness, my friend? Well, I tell you. I have need 
for a very desperate man — a man, in fact, as desperate 
as yourself ; a man who would allow himself to be killed 
if the experiment fail ; to be made so rich that he can 
throw his arms aroimd the beautiful young life if the 
experiment succeed.'* 

"I see,*' murmured Dare, as the other man paused, 
evidently expecting him to say something. 

"Oh, the English sang-froidP* muttered Von Tarsen- 
heim, impatiently. "I offer you the chance to get one 
or other of your so great wishes, and you say, *I see* !** 

**I tell you what,'* said Fabian, rousing himself, 
**you*re a bit startling; but you get through talking, 
and then I'll talk. You want me to be the human 
guinea-pig in some surgical experiment — ^is that it, eh? 
And a fiver if I survive?" 

**Ten thousand pounds, my friend, if you survive," 
corrected the other man. 

The young man sat up straight. "Ten thousand 
pounds — ^ten thousand pounds !" He said it reverently, 
as men refer to money who have had it and lost it. 

"May be more," said Von Tarsenheim. "But you 
would give yourself into my hands, body and soul — 
there would be no backing out?" 
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"I don't think I'd funk pain. What are the odds ?*' 

Von Tarsenheim looked puzzled. 

"The chances, you know, one way or the other?'* 

"Oh! — ^the chances! They are about even. No! — 
they are in your favour." 

"And the pain?" 

"There would be no pain, unless to be killed by light- 
ning is pain. It is with a new electric wave I experi- 
ment, and hypnotism — ^much hypnotism." 

"Ten thousand poimds! It's a lot of money, and 
you're a stranger to me. What guarantee " 

"The money will be paid before the experiment, my 
friend." 

"I see ; and you can take it back off my dead body ?" 

"Oh, but quite easily." 

"Then it is to your interest that I die?" 

"No; it is to our interest that you live — oh, for many 
years." 

"With the maimed body of the guinea-pig, I sup- 
pose?" 

"No." Von Tarsenheim looked at him reflectively. 
"Your body would not be maimed." 

"You must tell me more." 

"I tell you, I am in search of a desperate man. I 
thought I find one ; but desperate men ask not so many 
questions.' Perhaps I make mistake: you prefer to mud- 
dle yourself into the next world. Very well. I find 
someone else to spend that ten thousand." Von Tar- 
senheim rose to his feet. "But it is a pity." He moved 
away a couple of paces. 

"Here ! Plold on !" cried the young man. "I haven't 
refused yet." 
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**No?" said Von Tarsenheim, turning round, and 
leaning forward over his stick as he spoke. ^^But unless 
you are a desperate man, willing, for ten thousand 
pounds, to put yourself, body and soul, into my hands 
for one great experiment, asking no questions, and 
blaming no one for the result, I waste my time — ^very 
valuable, my time. No, no ! Drown yourself, my friend. 
Drown yourself. Be kind to the eels — the long, fat, 
slimy eels, who wait for you in the mud." 

Von Tarsenheim turned away. Then, looking back 
again at Fabian Dare: "Or, if your courage fail, and 
you go to cheat the eels, there is the workhouse, now 
so comfortable made. Or to run behind the cabs, to 
carry the portmanteaux up the stairs into the houses — 
the beautiful ladies' houses, where you would be going 
to dinner, had you the ten thousand pounds." 

Again Von Tarsenheim turned away. He walked 
with a slight limp. 

The young man rose to his feet and caught up with 
him. "I tell you, I accept !" he cried, putting his hand 
eagerly on Von Tarsenheim*s arm. "Can't you see I'm 
desperate — as desperate as any man could be! I put 
myself in your hands absolutely." 

**And you ask no more questions?" 

"I will question nothing." 

"Then come home with me. We live not far from 
here, me and my daughter, Elsa — ^my nice daughter, 
Elsa, who cook the Binder Brust so fine." 

They passed out of the Square together, a queer 
couple — one so strangely strong, so suggestive of mys- 
terious force, that he might have swooped down from 
another planet on his companion, the weary, hunted 
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youth, with the Christchurch cap and the tattered 
clothes. 

No one in the Square looked up as they passed out, 
or they might have thought of an eagle flying off with 
a hare in its claws. Fabian followed Von Tarsenheim 
through the maze of small, dingy streets behind Leices- 
ter Square, so much given up to foreigners, dust- 
heaps, and the rears of music-halls. They halted in 
front of a shop which seemed to make a specialty of 
very pale yellow wigs, that unnatural tint so dear to 
dolls and to youths at the music-hall age. Fabian 
thought of the barmaid who had helped his decision, 
and reflected that she must deal at this shop. Von 
Tarsenheim took out a latch-key and opened the nar- 
row door to the right. A staircase showed dimly at 
the end of a dark passage. It should have seemed pa- 
latial to Fabian, after the doss-house life, and the smell 
of cooking should have added an additional charm — 
yet he shuddered as he left the London street and passed 
into the commonplace dwelling, as condemned criminals 
shudder when they pass their own grave on the way to 
the gallows. 

Von Tarsenheim had not spoken since they left the 
Square. He seemed to be absorbed by thoughts which 
carried him into remote regions. His action with the 
latch-key was quite mechanical, but he seemed imme- 
diately conscious of the young man's state of mind and 
his hesitation at the door. 

"Ah, ha! my friend, the ill* we know not of, eh? 
Those streets have not been so kind that you should 
cry to leave them. Wait till you see my daughter, Elsa, 
who cook the Binder Brust so fine. Can you not smell 
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the good cooking?" He sniffed appreciatively through 
his long nose. 

"No," replied Fabian, "the streets were not kind. I 
ought to be glad enough to see the last of them; but 
I expect my nerves are a bit off colour." 

"Oh, yes, the nerves — the poor nerves! But wait 
till you have a good warm dinner, and a long black 
cigar in the mouth, while Elsa play us music on the 
violin — ^then you will be glad you have the nerves. They 
are like children — the nerves," he continued, in his in- 
sinuating voice, as they mounted the stairs. "When 
they cry, we are hungry, we are cold, we are tired; we 
wish we had them not ; we would slap them and send them 
to bed. But when they carry messages of the beau- 
tiful girl from the eye to the brain, of the grand music 
from the ear, of the good taste from the palate — then 
we are pleased with them, and pat the head.*' 

And when they are being tortured by some weird ex- 
periment.'^ thought Fabian; but he did not say any- 
thing. He did not want to express fear, lest his strange 
captor liberate him. 

Von Tarsenheim opened a door at the first landing, 
and they entered a room, commonplace and shabby — a 
table laid for three, with a cheap lamp in the centre, 
cane-seated chairs, and a small sideboard. All in keep- 
ing with the street and the shop below, but not with the 
strange man who had brought him here. 

Fabian had vaguely expected a chamber of horrors, 
or a palatial Arabian Nights apartment. 

"Elsa! Where are you, Elsa?" called Von Tarsen- 
heim. 
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"All right," answered a voice from an inner room, 
with a very slight foreign intonation of the "r." 

"I have brought him — the young man I tell you of — 
and we are hungry/' 

"All right. Coming." 

There was something soothing and delicious in the 
voice. The young man felt that he would like to fol- 
low the sound-waves back to their source. He watched 
the door eagerly. 

Von Tarsenheim took off his long, badly-made frock- 
coat and put on a smoking- jacket, a richly-embroidered. 
Oriental affair, that harmonised far better with his 
general appearance than the one he had discarded. 
"That is better," he said, as he hung up the frock-coat 
in the closet. "That is much better." 

"Tell me," said Fabian, anxiously, "does your daugh- 
ter know about this — this experiment? Does she know 
what I am here for?" 

**I tell Elsa I bring a young man home as assistant. 
She think you help me in my experiments." 

"That's all right, then. I say ! could you lend me a 
clothes-brush?" 

"A clothes-brush I have not, but," reaching under 
the sideboard, "here is a fine blacking-brush. Ah ! but 
the young are vain," he laughed, as Dare made pathetic 
efforts to set his clothes to rights. 

"By the way, you don't know my name yet. It's 
Crawley — ^Peter Crawley." 

"Peter Crawley. Ah, yes, the introduction — the sacred 
introduction ! It is a nice name," and he smiled mock- 
ingly- 

The young man threw the brush under the table as 
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the girl entered with a tray which held some cohered 
dishes. He faced the door by which she entered. Her 
appearance and personality registered themselyes on 
the retina of his mind as swiftly as pictures are re- 
corded on a sensitive film whoi the light is strong. Her 
beauty made his breath catch perceptibly, as though 
the ordinary mechanism of life had halted to allow him 
to absorb it. 

Some strict lovers of the classical might have denied 
that £lsa von Tarsenheim was even good-looking. Her 
features tilted at an angle which was all wrong, and 
her cheek-bones were too high and too wide. Greuze 
might have conceived such a face, but would not have 
dared to paint the picture. Celt, Teuton, and Circas* 
sian had gone to the making of it. 

The looseness of her dress hardly sufficed to conceal 
the feminine curves of her figure, accentuated as she 
leant over the table. With her hands still resting on 
the handles of the tray, she looked at the young man 
with surprised curiosity, which blended into pity as she 
noted his strained effort to appear natural, and uncon- 
scious of his rags. The gallant pose of his head, and 
some glimpse she had of the smouldering flame of geni- 
us behind his haggard looks, made their appeal to her 
imagination. She remembered having seen a copy of 
one of Byron's pictures which had been dimmed and 
weather-beaten. Fabian's face reminded her strongly 
of that picture. 

Von Tarsenheim leant forward in his chair, noting 
the effect of these two, one on the other, in the imper- 
sonal, yet interested, manner of a scientist watching the 
action of two new chemicals in a tube. 
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"Elsa, my dear, this was the young man I tell you 
I find to help me in my so great experiment, the experi- 
ment that will so rich make us that you will no longer 
cook the Hinder Brust and the Kartoffelin. 

"Ah! but I shall never, with all that money, find so 
good a cook. I teach her as a child," he added, for 
Fabian's benefit. 

The young man had stepped forward eagerly at the 
introduction, as though hoping that Elsa would shake 
hands ; but the girl, still keeping her eyes on his face, 
had made an unconscious movement backwards, as 
though from some unseen danger. Then she said grave- 
ly, "You are very welcome," and went on distributing 
the dishes about the table. 

Fabian never forgot that meal, though he was too 
famished to appreciate the excellence of the cooking. 
His efforts were directed towards not appearing to de- 
vour either the food or the beauty of the girl who had 
cooked it. He was more successful in the former effort 
than the latter. Von Tarsenheim devoted his attention 
exclusively to eating, much to Fabian's relief. He felt 
like a butterfly which has had the pin taken out. 

After supper, Elsa cleared the table, while the two 
men smoked. Von Tarsenheim seemed absorbed in some 
reflection or calculation, which caused him to ignore 
the other's presence, and yet he could not help feeling 
that he was in some way concerned in what his host 
was thinking of. That hideous experiment, no doubt. 
He began to wish he knew the worst. 

When Elsa returned she carried a violin. 

**What sort of music do you wish to-night, my 
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father?'' She spoke as though this music was a matter 
of courste between them. 

"Ah ! the music — ^yes, it must be of triumph, for with 
this young man I shall succeed ; and after much work, 
and many years of disappointment, it is fine to suc- 
ceed.'' 

Elsa began to play the War March of the Priests, 
from Athalie, Fabian did not know much about music, 
but he was aware that there was a force and fire about 
her playing such as he had never heard before. And 
how lovely she looked, with her up-tilted face bent over 
the instrument, and her figure vibrating to the irre- 
sistible swing of the music ! Soon she left the original, 
and wandered away into the realms of improvisation. 
She played as though she was playing on an army to 
victory, sweeping the earth before it, continuing its 
conquering course across reeling worlds, till it was 
stopped by some dark brink, some chasm which the 
music could not bridge. There were no final chords. 
The girl simply stopped playing and walked out of the 
room. 

"My God !" murmured the young man. 

"Elsa makes the good music — ^yes ? I teach her that, 
too." 

"You! Are you a musician.'^" 

"I am more than musician — I know where the music 
come from, and why it come to some people. And I 
know more — how to bring it to people who have it not — 
like Elsa had it not." 

"Why, you must be a wizard — a magician !" 

"Magician.? Ah, yes. The magi, the great ones, 
they knew much — and in the library of Alexandrine — 
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but it was burnt. At your schools they will tell you it 
was all burnt. Yes.'*" He questioned Fabian more di- 
rectly than he had hitherto done. 

"Of course it was burnt. The Christians and Omar 
and " 

"My friend," said Von Tarsenheim, impressively, 
"what was carried off into the desert was not burnt. 

My mother's tribe " He began muttering in some 

strange tongue, as though quoting. Perhaps it was 
only his imagination, but Von Tarsenheim seemed to 
change before his eyes. Everything that was Euro- 
pean seemed to be gathered up, like a curtain, leaving 
him face to face with an Oriental. And he was in the 
power of this man, this evil-looking Oriental. But how 
ridiculous he was! In the heart of London, he had 
only to walk out of the room, out of the house. If he 
was stopped, put his head out of the window and call 
a policeman. And he would do it, too. This thing was 
getting uncanny^. Then he thought of Elsa, and he 
knew he would fight a policeman if he tried to drag 
him out. But one thing he would know, and that was 
how long he was to hang suspended between some grue- 
some death and ten thousand pounds. 

Von Tarsenheim had stopped muttering, and was re- 
garding him curiously. He was once more the smiling, 
cosmopolitan bird of prey. 

Fabian gathered up his courage. "Look here, Von 
Tarsenheim! I know it's in the bargain that I am to 
ask no questions, but I do think I have a right to know 
when this experiment is coming off." 

"Ah, yes — the suspense — it is not nice. When is 
your birthday .'*" Fabian told him, and he noted it down. 
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Von Tarsenheim went over to the sideboard and took 
some papers from a drawer, which he spread out on 
the dining-room table. 

Fabian noticed one of the papers had a diagram on 
it, like a cart-wheel; there were figures and strange 
symbols here and there between the spokes. Von Tar- 
senheim took up a paper which had a similar diagram 
on it, but no symbols. He wrote down Dare's name 
on it, also the date of his birth, made some calculations 
underneath, and began filling in with symbols between 
the spokes. When he had finished he compared the two, 
and made some more calculations. 

"I will hypnotise you to-morrow, my friend," he ob- 
served. "Every day, for a week, I will hypnotise you, 
and then" — ^he rubbed his hands — "then you will be 
ready for the experiment.'* 
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CHAPTER Vn 

Lady Donotle had already given a ball during the 
season for her daughter, Kitty — ^a coming-out ball. She 
was winding up the season with another, which she 
called a bringing-in balL For, as she truly observed, 
**It is so much easier for a girl to wind up her little 
affairs in her own house, where she knows all the best 
sitting-out places." 

She was more than ever glad that she had planned 
to give it, when she found that Vandraken was com- 
ing. She had decided that this young multi-millionaire 
was by far the best thing on the market, and she felt 
that the beauty and esprit which her daughter had in- 
herited entitled her to the very best. A certain wild 
pallour of health, ever so faintly tinged with pink, made 
an ideal setting for eyes which were supposed to be 
blue, but whose luminous quality defied any fixed defini- 
tion of colour. They were set far apart, under brows 
carefully pencilled by nature herself. Eyes in which 
an infinite capacity for sympathy warred for the right 
of expression with mischievous merriment; yet there 
was a suspicion of pathos in the curve of her delicately 
chiselled Ups, which was not entirely dispelled by a rath- 
er impertinent nose, and the riot of red-gold hair which 
made such an appropriate frame for her delicate fea- 
tures. 

76 
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Lady Donoyle's own beauty, from which thirty-seven 
years had taken nothing, and only added the charm of 
experience, was on exhibition, as a guarantee that the 
article she was offering was wearing and durable. As 
far as rank went, the best the millionaire could get 
would be a Lady Something Vandraken; and in that 
respect, when offering her daughter, a duchess would 
not hold out any more inducements than a countess. 

In competing for this matrimonial prize, Lady Do- 
noyle realised she had one great advantage. Ancester 
was a great friend of hers, and a friend of Vandra- 
ken's. She knew well the effect of a few well-chosen 
words from one man to another when matrimony is 
hanging in the balance. 

Lady Donoyle wiled away those dreary moments while 
waiting for the inevitable, nervously apologetic early 
bird, in making certain suggestions to her daughter. 

"I am quite sure, Kitty, dear," she observed, as she 
caressed some straying lace on her daughter's virginal 
white dress into place, "that *Dumbdale, M.P.,' means 
to propose to-night. It will be his last chance this 
season." 

"I'm afraid — ^that is to say, I shouldn't wonder, 
mamma." 

"Do you know, I'm beginning to think that I may 
have exaggerated the importance of that young man's 
wealth and — um — ^political prospects. I managed to 
draw the Prime Minister on the subject the other night, 
at dinner, and I gathered from all the things he didn't 
say that they feel they can rely on Mr. Dumbdale's 
support, both political and financial, without giving him 
a Cabinet position, or even a title. You see, Kitty, he 
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has failed to create that feeling of brilliant insecurity 
which is so necessary to pohtical advancement in these 
days of practical politics." 

"Yes, mamma. But if it is on my account you are 
trying to let Mr. Dumbdale down easily, you needn't 
bother — ^you needn't, really ! I haven't a single illusion 
about his brains." 

"Of course, I don't mean you are to entirely dis- 
courage him, Kitty. Brains are not essential in a hus- 
band, unless he is a bread-winner. Mr. Dumbdale, for 
instance, is always revoking at bridge, but I have no- 
ticed that those kind of men, while making the worst 
partners, make the best husbands. Dumbdale, M.P., in 
spite of certain defects, is entitled by his wealth to con- 
sideration at these little hands." Lady Donoyle ca- 
ressed her daughter's hand playfully. "Your attitude 
towards Mr. Dumbdale should be one of optimistic eva- 
sion. Be gaily indefinite — ^you understand, don't you?" 

^TTes, mamma, I understand," answered Lady Kitty, 
wearily. 

^^Dear child! It is so pleasant to be able to avoid 
brutal candour in speaking of these things. The mod- 
em tendency to strip the clothes off every subject and 
lead it through the streets, like Lady Godiva, is, to me, 
most distressing." 

"It's abominable, mamma!" 

"Richardson!" Lady Donoyle called to the butler, 
who was cruising in the of&ng. "There is not enough 
light in the ball-room. I wish you would speak to the 
electricians." 

"Yes, your ladyship." 

"What were we talking about, Kitty? Oh, I know! 
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The Lady Godiva attitude. And do you know whom I 
hold responsible?" 

"It's the lack of poetry in modern life, mamma," 
answered Lady Kitty, with conviction. 

"That's all part of it — ^but that new playwright — 
what's his name? — sounds like Jaw, but it isn't — I con- 
sider that he is the ringleader; and he talks so loud» 
everyone listens to him." 

"He amuses me ever so much," said Lady Kitty, en- 
thusiastically. 

"Of course ; but he shouldn't ! The child who pushes 
down the house of cards is always more amusing than 
the child who builds it, yet one oughtn't to laugh — one 
really oughtn't — ^because sooner or later that child is 
encouraged by the laughter to believe that he, too, can 
build a house of cards. Then he becomes a worse bore 
than the other child. But it's only one sign of the dis- 
integration going on all about us. I'm ever so glad^ 
Kitty, that I'm nearly twenty years older than you 
are. This sort of thing" — ^and she swept her arm round 
in a gesture which included the luxurious surroundings, 
and ended with a light touch on her tiara — ^'^won't last 
your time. When the history of these days is written^ 
they will be called the last days of the aristocracy." 

"I shall never marry, mamma, dear," laughed Kitty. 
"I couldn't bear to leave you. You amuse me so much."^ 

"Do I? I have always tried to be a good mother 
to you, Kitty, and you have been a good daughter. 
Your hair is a different shade of red — deeper than mine 
— and your eyes are not so pale. Had your hair turned 
out the same shade, it would have been shocking — un- 
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filial. One of us would have had to make up. Yes, you 
Are the best of daughters, Kitty." 

Tears almost threatened the lustre of Lady Kitty's 
•eyes. She turned suddenly and put both hands on her 
mother's white shoulders. "Mamma," she breathed, "I 
wish — I wish you were less amusing, and more — and 

more Oh, you know what I mean!" She adjusted 

.an imaginary lock of her mother's hair. 

"I suppose so," sighed her mother, "but when you 
have put bandages over your wounds, you must always 
keep them on — ^always — till the wounds heal. You 
mustn't even take them off in the nursery. But here 
'Comes Mr. Slimsmore! However does he manage to 
arrive exactly two minutes ahead of the next man at 
-every dance.? He is wonderful! But keep your dress 
< close round your ankles, Kitty, or he will have the 
flounces off before he has finished shaking hands." 

"It makes no difference, mamma. If he doesn't do 
it now, he will manage it during a dance. I believe that 
,man is in the pay of dressmakers." 

"Mr. Slimsmore f announced the butler. 

"How good of you ! — ^how very good of you !" mur- 
vmured Lady Donoyle, reaching her hand well out to a 
pale, high-nosed youth, who looked as if he had faded 
in the wash. 

"Yes ; we were beginning to think no one was com- 
ing," said Lady Kitty, with an apprehensive glance 
at his feet, as he circled nervously round her, suggest- 
ing a flame-drunk moth. He was in love with Lady 
Kitty, in a hopeless, anaemic fashion, that expressed it- 
seU in shy, nervous spasms, which Lady Kitty's good- 
natured efforts to allay only accentuated. 
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She was sweet and gracious to all the moths which 
circled about her. The smell of singed wings was no 
incense to her tender heart. One of the greatest diffi- 
culties which life presented to her was how to be nice 
to men without being too nice. She only meant to be 
sympathetic — ^to laugh with those that laughed, and 
weep with them that wept — ^but the results were not 
always as she had planned. 

"Mr. Dumbdale !" announced the butler. 

There was nothing nervous about this young man's 
approach. He came up to his hostess as though weighty 
measures were involved in the procedure. He had a 
solemn face, with a beard on it. The latter served to 
add dignity to a chin with recessional tendencies, and, 
in conjunction with his Christian name of John, made 
him solid with the Nonconformist vote. 

"How wrong of you, Mr. Dumbdale, to let our little 
frivolities come between you and your duties to the 
nation! What wiU the Prime Minister say? I know, 
from what he let drop the other night, that he relies on 
you to an extraordinary extent." 

'*You are most kind, Lady Donoyle ; but, of course, I 
cannot stay long. So, may I hope. Lady Kitty, that 
you will give me some of the earlier dances? As you 
know, I don't dance; but I have so much to say to 

you:" 

"I can give you the first two, Mr. Dumbdale," an- 
swered Kitty, smiling all the more radiantly at her 
stodgy admirer to stifle the sighs and foreshadowed 
yawns she felt at the prospect. "He will be dull even 
when proposing," she felt. Even the exercise of the 
finesse necessary to optimistic evasion would not com- 
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pensate for the prosy condescension with which he would 
offer the great wealth and political importance of 
Dumbdale, M.P., to a penniless beauty. She would be 
lucky if he didn't use the **wife and mother of my 
children" formula. She knew it was to be apprehended 
from pompous civilians with beards. 

Lady Kitty knew that she might have to marry him 
in the end. Her mother had explained their circum- 
stances to her. By spending a large slice of their capi- 
tal, they could do two seasons, and do them welL Then, 
unless Kitty had made the right kind of marriage, they 
would have to drop out. Dumbdale had fifty thousand 
a year, and didn't seem to be any worse than other 
young men who had similar incomes. The light-hearted, 
irresponsible young men with whom she could imagine 
life might be joyous were all hard up. Her ideal of a 
frivolous millionaire, with a dash of poetry, was too 
remote a conception ever to be realised. 

So Dumbdale, M.F., went back to the House feeling 
that Lady Kitty had been too overwhelmed by the mag- 
nitude of what he was offering to absolutely accept him 
till she had searched her heart, to see if she was worthy 
of the honour. As for Lady Kitty, she indulged her- 
self in a delirious valse with an impecunious but hilari- 
ous subaltern ; and when the last note had been played, 
took him to a wonderful sitting-out place, and, for the 
moment, managed to forget everything but her youth. 

Thus it came about, that when Lord Ancester and 
Vandraken arrived, and the latter was introduced to 
his hostess, the daughter of the house was not on hand. 
Lady Donoyle introduced him to a well-meaning girl, 
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who had an empty programme, and then asked Lord 
Ancester to take her to have an ice. 

^^Af ter all, I don't think I want an ice, Rlvie. I want 
a talk. Let's sit down here." She pointed with her fan 
to two chairs in the embrasure of a window. 

"Rivie" was her own name for him (short for Riva- 
lon Carraghdoc). When he was twenty-one and she 
was twenty-seven, she had licked him into shape — done 
all the things for him, said all the things to him, that 
a woman of the world can do and say for a boy of that 
age when desperately in love with her. She herself had 
married for love when she was eighteen, and married 
a blackguard. He taught her her world long before 
she was twenty-seven. 

The ten years which intervened had made no change 
in Lady Donoyle. Her loveliness had always been of 
a weird, haunting kind. The downward droop at the 
corners of her lips, which began with her first great 
disillusionment, was more accentuated, but it only har- 
monised with the tragic beauty of her white face, with 
its great pale-blue eyes, and the flame-coloured hair. 
She had sought f orgetfulness in action — taken up, ex- 
celled in, and exhausted, her interest for every^ kind 
of sport, and saved her figure alive. The texture of 
her skin was perfect; you could see the play of tiny 
muscles under the satin surface, endowing it with life. 
If she had not been perfectly proportioned, men might 
have called her tall. As it was, she appeared to be of 
medium height. A face which was made to have trage- 
dies written on it does not show them. A face which 
was not meant to have dissipation written on it, does 
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show it. There was no longer any external evidence 
of disparity in the ages of the two in the window-seat. 

Lady Donoyle fenced for awhile, and then came swift- 
ly to her point. 

"Rivie, I want you to do something for me. I want 
Kitty to marry your American friend, and you must 
help me to work it. You will, won't you?" She laid 
her hand appealingly on his arm. Conversation with- 
out gestures was difficult for her; it was part of her 
charm. 

The tired look habitual to his face was replaced by 
A frown. Lady Donoyle noticed it. 

**No !" He leant back and folded his arms resolutely. 
-^^He won't do, Adelaide— not for little Kitty." 

"Fifty million pounds, and won't do ! Whatever are 
jrou talking about, Rivie?" 

"The fact is Well, it's this way: Vandraken 

is all right for a man's man. You see, he hasn't sown 

his wild oats yet, but he has begun, and Oh, hang 

it ! Adelaide, you know what I mean — ^his morals, and 
^11 that sort of thing." 

"My dear man !" answered Lady Donoyle, impatient- 
ly, "it's a tiara I want for Kitty, not a halo. And 
really, Rivie, with your record, to take this highly 
jno^al tone ! 

'' 'But when old age came on them, 

They had strong religious qualms, 
So King Solomon wrote the proverbs 
And King David wrote the psalms,' " 

«he quoted, mockingly. "Rivie, you are ageing fast." 
"I say, Adelaide, I vote we discuss this matter seri- 
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ously. After all, you know, the fact that my life has- 
been a rotten one, and yours an unhappy one, is no rea- 
son why yre shouldn't guard another generation from 
our mistakes. You know what it means to marry a 
wrong 'un, if anyone does." 

"But that's different, Rivie." She was toying with 
the fringe of her ostrich feather fan and listening to 
the music of an old yalse which floated in from the 
ballroom. "I married for love — I got cheated. That 
valse — the one they are playing now — ^was being played 
when I first met Hugo. I married for love." 

"For God's sake! — don't mention that man to me!"* 
said Ancester, gripping her wrist. 

"I married for love," she persisted. "I mean to* 
guard Kitty against my mistakes. That's my wrist you 
are squashing, Rivie." 

"Sorry!" He kissed the place lightly. "You are 
right in a way, Adelaide. Love is a dangerous horse 
to back in a race we are running with fate — in our 
set. I'd rather see Kitty marry some pally sort of chap 
— ^plenty of money, and no sentiment on either side — 
and if he had walked a bit large at odd moments, that 
would be all right. But Yandraken isn't that sort. 
Besides, he doesn't mean to marry for five years at least. 
At the end of that time " 

"Of course he doesn't mean to marry! Men never 
do, imless they are Indian civil servants with six months' 
leave in which to find a wife. Of course he doesn't mean 
to marry ; but that's all the more reason why he should 
be married. He's a pink baby now, and if Kitty gets 
him she is clever enough to keep him a pink baby. Mar- 
riage is the only thing for a man like that." 
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^*A week ago I would have agreed with you. I would 
have helped you have a shot at it. But now — ^you 
must simply take my word for it that Vandraken is not 
marriageable. I can't tell you any more — ^but I don't 
help you in this, Adelaide." 

The music had stopped; the dancers were drifting 
out of the ballroom into the sitting-out places. They 
passed the two in the window-seat. The second couple 
which went by were Lady Kitty and Vandraken. He 
had evidently said something wh^ch had amused her; 
she was laughing merrily, and looking radiant. Van- 
draken checked in front of the window-seat. 

"Not there, Mr. Vandraken. I know a much better 
place. But I only take very amusing partners to that 
retreat. It is called The Frivolity.' Can you do jus- 
tice to it?" She looked up at him and laughed. 

"It is a solemn responsibility, Lady Kitty. I will 
try to be worthy of it." 

As they passed up the staircase, Ancester noted the 
adoring look on Vandraken's face. 

"I don't think I shall want your help, after all, Rivie," 
said Lady Donoyle, triumphantly. 

**And I brought him here — and Kitty has taken a 

fancy to him — and I There is some ghastly fate 

working out, and I am one of the tools." He murmured 
the last words aloud. 

"What's that you are mumbling about?" 

"I was agreeing that you won't need my help, Ade- 
laide, and I was damning myself." 

"How seriously you take it! But I have always 
heard that men who have — ^gone the pace become the 
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worst kind of Mrs. Grundies. Rivie, you are getting 
to be a Mrs. Grundy." 

**You don't understand,'* muttered Ancester. 

^^Now, as for me, morality has long since ceased to 
have any meanihg. It has merely become a dreary habit, 
like— hke " 

"Immorality with me," suggested Ancester. 

"I think I was going to have said like shaking hands 
and saying *How do you do?' And, do you know, look- 
ing back on my life, it is more the things I haven't done, 
than the things I have done, that I regret. I wonder if 
you realise now, Rivie, that I was much fonder of you 
in those old days than I ever dared let on? You were a 
poetical, high-strung boy, and were never meant to 
wallow. If I had rim away with you when you wanted 

me I wonder, Rivie, how it would have turned out? 

But I had married for love, and there was something 
sacred about it still, in spite of the sacrilege that had 
been done. But I believe I would have been a better 
woman to-day if I had been a worse woman then." 

Ancester took her hand. "It's not too late, Adelaide," 
he said, but there was no tremor in his voice. 

"That was wrung from you, Rivie." But she did 
not withdraw her hand. "It would never do. The prodi- 
gal lover — and the two of us sitting down to a cold 
collation ! And if morality has become a dreary habit — 
still, I can't shake it off at my age." 

"And there's a better reason yet," sighed Ancester, 
"coming down the staircase." 

He watched Vandraken's face eagerly, hoping to dis- 
cern some look of indifference. 

"If you don't give me this dance, I shall feel that I 
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didn't do justice to *The Frivolity/ after all," the 
young man was saying. Ancester thought he had never 
looked so attractive as at that moment. "He has 
changed," he thought. "He is wearing the mask of an 
idealist over his own face." 

"I wish I could — I really wish I could, Mr. Vandra- 
ken. It's a two-step, and you are an American. Oh, 
I wonder if he would mind! But I do hate hurting 
people's feelings." 

"He will only think he has made a mistake. Do give 
it to me, Lady Kitty!" 

"Well, in the interest of economy — ^f or it's Mr. Slims- 
more, and this is my best dress — come on !" 

"I won't need your help, Rivie. I won't need your 
help." Lady Donoyle rose. "I must go back to my 
guests, listen to their last words, their farewell speeches, 
and that sort of thing. A dreary habit, like my moral- 
ity!" 
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CHAPTER Vm 

Lady Donoyle and her daughter were having tea 
together. They were both fighting that feeling of flat- 
ness which pervades rooms the day after a dance, or 
any other great gathering of people. The dim echoes 
of many }>ersonalities, the reek of fading thoughts, 
hung about the curtains, like stale tobacco smoke. 

**I wish someone one liked wbuld come in," observed 
Kitty, looking mournfully at the generous provision of 
tea-cups and cakes. 

**Ye8, or someone one hated," answered Lady Do- 
noyle, wearily. "But even one's enemies fight shy of 
one the day after a dance, and who can blame them? 
The servants pink-eyed and drowsy, and all the air 
breathed uj) Oh! what is it, William?" to a foot- 
man, who entered with a cardboard box. 

"From the florist's, your ladyship." 

"The bill for last night's flowers, I suppose," mur- 
mured Kitty. 

"You may put it down on that chair, William," said 
Lady Donoyle. 

"Do open it, Kitty," said her mother, when the foot- 
man had left the room. "Of course it is for you. Have 
you no enthusiasms? They are part of a girl's outfit 
her first season, and should be worn during her second, 
except at very youthful parties." 
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^^Oh, mamma ! do look at them !" said Kitty, excitedly , 
holding up sprays of wonderful mauve flowers. "Aren't 
they exquisite? I did not know such rare orchids were 
ever seen outside of collectors' treasuries !'* 

"Very seldom, I imagine," replied her mother, feel- 
ing about the box for the card. "I thought so ! *Stand- 
ish Vandraken, Millionaires* Club, New York. The 
Cosmopolis.' Poor dear! He seems to have no home 
— only clubs." She read on the other side of the card, 
" *May I pay my party-call this day week?' " 

"How nice and informal of him !" said Kitty. "And 
how thoughtful to send flowers exactly at the right 
moment !" 

Her mother had hitherto refrained from mentioning 
the millionaire. "Yes, isn't it?" she answered. "Ameri- 
can men are charming in that way. You rather liked 
him, didn't you, Kitty?" 

^^I found him delightful, mamma. So amusing, so 
responsive — such a nice, slangy, expressive way of 
speaking ; and he didn't take himself a bit seriously, like 
most rich young men." 

"That's because he has fifty millions. If he had only 

one Still, I don't know. He is an American. As 

a nation, they take nothing seriously except themselves ; 
as individuals, they take everything seriously except 
themselves and the person they are talking to. So per- 
haps even gilded youth is light-hearted there. I am so 
glad you liked him, Kitty." 

"When I was talking to him I had a curious feeling 
about him" — ^Kitty looked down into one of the orchids, 
and then at tjie back of it — **as though he was a picture 
painted in profile, and that if I could get round and see 
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the back of the picture, the other side would be painted, 
too, but quite diffeirently." 

"No, no!" Lady Donoyle laid an imploring hand 
on her daughter's arm. "Don't get into the habit of 
looking at the backs of pictures, Kitty. They are usu- 
ally dusty, and hung with cobwebs — ^particularly men's 
portraits. Keep your eyes on the nice, fresh paint and 
the gilded frames — ^particularly the gilded frames." 

"You are talking generalities, mamma ; but there was 
something special about Mr. Vandraken, as though, if 
I could only get round behind, I would find a little 
devil hard at work painting a caricature of the side 
that was turned to me, and that I could frighten the 
little devil away." 

"Dear Kitty," remarked her mother, affectionately, 
pouring herself out some tea, "how well you put things ! 
Yes, you must marry Mr. Vandraken, and frighten the 
little devil away. The canvas is so new, I am sure there 
is not much at the back." 

"I don't think Mr. Vandraken has any idea of mar- 
riage at present," said the girl, reflectively. 

"I am sure he hasn't, dear. WTiy should he want 
to marry? He has no family, no place, no traditions; 
he only wants to flirt with you because you are pretty 
and amusing, and an earl's daughter. Do you remember 
that game I used to play ^dth you when you were a 
child?" Lady Donoyle locked her hands together, leav- 
ing a little opening between the thumbs. "Put your 
finger in the crow's nest. Don't you remember, Kitty?" 

Her daughter nodded. 

"Well, that is the game Mr. Vandraken wants to play. 
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If he gets caughty so much the better for him — so much 
the better for us." 

"I think he will be very elusive — ^inclined to snatch 
his finger away very quickly, mamma. He understands 
how to play with fire. Even if he falls in love with 
me, he will conceal it under laughter and jests. But 
what a pity so exquisite a thing as love should be han- 
dled as we are handling it at this moment ! It is like 
grasping a butterfly and finding its fairy plumage left 
on your fingers." 

Lady Donoyle finished her tea, and put the cup down, 
before she replied : "It was not exactly love we were 
talking about, dear ; it was marriage. It is better not 
to combine them. The kind of life we lead is too com- 
plicated. Love in a cottage must be charming, if you 
are lucky enough to be bom a cottager. But you are 
not, so what is the good of wishing? You can't have 
everything. I married for love, so I speak from expe- 
rience." 

^'But unless Mr. Vandraken falls in love with me, he 
certainly won't bother to marry me." Kitty went over 
to a mirror and pinned a spray of orchids on her breast. 
She had a charming figure. Almost too good for a 
girl in her first season, her mother thought, as she 
watched in the mirror her daughter, and the refiection 
of her daughter, who was, in turn, a refiection of her- 
self at the same age — ^the same gold hair, and blue eyes, 
which had not looked on trouble. 

"Oh, but of course he must fall in love with you, 
Kitty. You must become necessary to his existence, and 
marriage is the only price which he will be allowed to 
pay. That is why he will put his finger too deep in 
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the crow's nest. A man who is used to having every- 
thing he wants, and paying for it, is apt to forget that 
there is other coinage besides money. He must love 
you so much that you can do with him — anything — 
you like. Let the man do the lavishing, in your genera- 
tion, Kitty." 

The girl turned round and looked at her mother with 
surprise, such a note of fierceness had come into her 
voice. 

"Turn about, Kitty; and it is our turn, this time. 
Make him love you, child, till there is only you in all 
his world. Take everything he has to give, and dole 
out in return, not love, but that most excellent imitation 
of the article " 

"Oh, stop, mamma!" The girl came over to her 
mother. 

"Lovealine, Kitty — ^lovealine ! That is how you will 
be happy — at least, how you won't be unhappy, and I 
will have the satisfaction of knowing — ^f or you are only 
myself, projected into the future — that your father's 
sex can't always win." 

It was the first time Kitty had ever seen her mother 
drop her pose of cynical calm. Some nerve in her own 
gentle breast vibrated in sympathy with the storm. She, 
too, spoke excitedly, hardly knowing what she said : 

"But if the devil in him — the little devil who is paint- 
ing on the back of the canvas — calls to the angel in me, 
and the angel answers.^ What then, mamma P — ^what 
then?" 

*'Why, Kitty ! My dear child !" answered Lady Do- 
noyle, immediately calmed by the answering note. "This 
is Eaton Square, and we pay rates to the London Coun- 
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ty Council ; and you have been properly brought up and 
brought out. But it only shows we ought to keep the 
bandages on." 

She looked at the card again. "We — that is to say, 
you — ^will be at home this day week, won't you, Kitty, 
dear?" 

Lady Kitty nodded her golden head. 
' **Then I will let Mr. Vandraken know/' 
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CHAPTER IX 

Fabian Dase had meant to be a clergyman, but he 
had never really been orthodox. It was not so much 
that he did not believe in revealed religion, as that he 
dreamed that more was being revealed to him than had 
yet been written in the Bible. He was too vague and 
poetic to notice whether the ideas which came to him 
clashed with accepted theology or not; he simply con- 
sidered that they enriched it. His experience of life 
for the last few months had made him drift more than 
ever from the church as he knew it ; yet his first thought 
was, that if he got this ten thousand pounds, he would 
resume his studies, and be ordained. All his sufferings, 
had only inct'eased his longing to deliver his message. 
The Church was the only channel he could conceive of • 

He was too numbed by suffering to entirely reaUse 
what a terrible thing he was doing by submitting his 
will to be experimented on by hypnotism. If the temp- 
tation had come in any conventional manner — ^if he had 
been told that what he was doing was very near selling 
his soul to the devil in the mediaeval fashion, he would 
probably have resisted. But there were no horns or 
hoofs on the devil who had tempted him in Leicester 
Square, and, after all, he was not much more than a 
boy. 

Every day Von Tarsenheim threw him into a hyp- 
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notic sleep for at least two hours. The fact that he 
always woke up feeling none the worse, encouraged him 
to hope that he was going to earn his money easily, 
though the largeness of the simi often caused him won- 
der. 

Von Tarsenheim was kind enough to Fabian, in his 
•curious, mocking way. He sent out and got clothes 
for him, to replace his rags, and all the little things 
:a gentleman needs he provided. Also, Fabian noticed 
that the food was of the best, and calculated to build 
iiim up. His host also gave him some tonic drug which 
was magical in its effect. 

Each day which followed remained a blurred dream 
in Fabian Dare's memory. He did not even distinguish 
T)etween waking and sleeping. The dream simply went 
forward. 

He had always kept a journal since the writing im- 
pulse had come to him. It was not the orderly diary 
of the methodical man, who jots down each night the 
•commonplace doings of the day, in an effort to save 
the nothingness of his life from a kindly oblivion, but 
a fragmentary record of bizarre sensations. During 
the last few months it read as though an electric pen 
had been attached to the ends of his tortured nerves. 
All through it rang the cry, "I can feel so much — ^I can 
•do so little! Where does it lead?" 

The first night under Von Tarsenheim's roof he 
-wrote: 

^^I begin to see a meaning in it all. I have sold my- 
self to be experimented on. Why not? We are all 
l)eing experimented on, and without pay. We are only 
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microbes in the culture tube, and the scientist never 
tells the microbe the result of the experiment. Out 
of it all the Great Scientist will make something won- 
derful — something worth keeping.'* 

There are some men on whom the knowledge of affin- 
ity between themselves and any woman dawns gradu- 
ally, like the point of a joke on a slow-moving brain. 
There are others who know what place a woman is go- 
ing to take in the story of their lives after five minutes' 
conversation, as well as though they had passed through 
every phase, from acquaintanceship to intellectual 
friendship ; through soulful silence to love itself. It is 
a matter of intuition, in which women are seldom sur- 
prised into a mistake. They diagnose emotional symp- 
toms admirably, and, just as admirably, conceal their 
knowledge till the proper or improper moment arises 
to stop fencing. 

Fabian Dare was one of the men who decide imme- 
diately whether a woman attracts them or not. It would 
be wrong to say that he fell in love with Elsa at first 
sight, but he felt that he would fall in love with her 
if he saw much of her. If Von Tarsenheim had cared 
to explain such a trivial matter as human affinity in 
its relation to love, he would have demonstrated to 
Fabian that his soul and Elsa's inhabited the same star, 
and that they were, therefore, liable to be attracted to- 
wards love by the spiritual road, the entrance to which 
is so hidden by subtle mists that few ever find it. 

The following extract from the diary of Fabian Dare, 
on the fourth day, shows that he recognised this spirit- 
ual affinity, though his perception was slightly blurred 
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by Elsa's physical beauty. The extract is from a page 
in which he had tried to write down some meaning for 
«U the sufferings he had undergone: 

^'Meaning! Isn't Elsa meaning enough? 

**Every pinch of hunger! I thank you. 

"Every crushed hope ! I give you my gratitude. 

'^Humiliations ! sordidness ! grim realities ! I am be- 
holden to you: you have led me to Elsa. I have not 
fallen in love with you at first sight, Elsa ; that is not 
possible. I have known you always. I recognised your 
voice before I saw you. I knew everything about you, 
except — except that your name was Elsa. 

"I knew that your hair streamed down in a burnished 
plait, for I have seen molten gold escaping from the 
furnace. Your face is luminous with the hazy dawn 
of womanhood. I have had such visions at dawn — 
golden with the intangible lights of sunset in a wood. 
I have seen such visions in the clouds at sunset. 

**The blue of your eyes begins before I come to 
them, as I have seen the azure lights in a forest glade 
foreshadow the wonderful pool at the end. 

"They are vaguely troubled, Elsa. I remember that 
the pool was also stirred, for overhead, and far away, 
the wind stirred in the tree-tops — ^the wind that blows 
between dawn and sunrise. 

**The wonder of the dawn is in your face, Elsa, but 
the wisdom of the night has not left it ; and so you will 
know what I feel. For never nature lifted the veil, to 
give me a glimpse of you, but you caught a glimpse 
of me." 
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And Fabian was not lying to his joumaly for, al- 
though Elsa could not analyse her sensations as he could, 
she dimly felt that the haggard youth her father had 
brought home stirred more than her sense of pity. Be- 
ing a woman, her consciousness recoiled, vaguely resent- 
ing the intrusion, scenting the danger that lies am- 
bushed in all great loves. 

Her life had been curiously secluded in the midst 
of great cities and much travel. She had dim infant 
recollections of a world of sand, tawny faces moving 
among tents, under palm-trees ; but her real conscious- 
ness was of Vienna, New York, and, lately, of London. 
But always she and her father had been people apart. 
Even in the crowded apartment-house in New Yori, not 
far removed from the tenement class, where one life 
overflowed into other lives because they were so similar, 
people had looked at them only with curiosity or mis- 
trust. 

No doubt the Oriental instinct towards female seclu- 
sion had something to do with the manner of their lives. 
Then, too, Abdul von Tarsenheim, with his mocking 
smile, and strong, saturnine face, aroused the supersti- 
tious dread of the evil eye in neighbours, mostly Irish. 
They salved their fear by lumping them, contemptu- 
ously, as Dagoes, but kept a respectful distance. 

Elsa's mother died in Vienna when Elsa was ten years 
old. She had had many lessons on the violin, and 
acquired a mechanical knowledge of the instrument, but 
she had no natural love or talent or ear for music, as 
her mother had. 

One day, not long after her mother's death, her 
father had hypnotised her. When she woke up she real- 
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ised a change, as though she was not quite the same 
person. She was taken to a concert to hear a great 
yiolinist, and found that music had suddenly acquired 
a meaning for her. When she went home she was able 
to play everything she had heard. Her music lessons 
ceased. She never again heard a note of music but she 
could improvise, or repeat what she heard. Her father 
made her play to him a great deal, dictating the nature 
of the music, and, as she played, he would begin to 
concentrate his mind on something. Then his face would 
wear the look of a man searching for the elusive. At 
last he would say, "Yes, I have it! You may cease, 
Elsa." He never told her what it was, or took her into 
his confidence in any way. She had no feeling of love 
for him, and, as far as she knew, he had none for her. 
Their relations were more those of master and servant. 

It was the sixth day of Fabian's imprisonment in 
St. Martin's Street, for the occultist never left the flat 
without locking the door and taking the key. 

Fabian had heard him go out, after speaking rather 
angrily to Elsa, while he himself was confiding to his 
diary : 

"Elsa's not a real woman," he wrote. "She is not 
yet in contact with the earth at any point. Only the 
nebula of a woman, drifting down towards reality. I 
«ee her as a crystal taking shape. Will it be my touch 
which shall dictate her form? She '* 

He was interrupted by the entrance of the girl her- 
self. Her pretty face looked troubled. The young 
man wondered whether it had anything to do with the 
altercation he had heard between herself and her father. 
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She came and stood in front of Fabian. "You must 
tell me, Mr. Crawley," she said, earnestly, "what is thig 
experiment in which you help my father? I ask him^ 
and he only laugh." There was a suggestion of terror 
in her wide-open eyes. 

The young man rose from his chair. "Won't you sit 
down?" 

"No, no ! Tell me ! It is something I must know !" 

"But Well, the fact is, I don't know anything 

about it." 

"Then how can you help him? You cannot," she said,, 
getting more agitated. "I tell you, you will be the ex- 
periment. He is my father, but he is not as other 
men. He will do terrible things to you. He will hjrp- 
notise you, and take something out of you and put 
things into you. What he will do I do not know, but 
it will be terrible! You must go — quickly, before he 
comes back — and you must never let him see you again ! 
I have a key my father knows not of." 

In her excitement she came up to him and took him 
by the arm. It was the first time she had touched him. 
He knew now she was a real woman. She tried to push 
him towards the door, repeating, "You must go ! You 
must go!" 

"But you do not understand. I cannot go! I am 
pledged — I have taken money — it would be most dis- 
honourable ! But it is very kind of you, all ^" 

"Oh, yes, Elsa is always most kind!" Abdul von 
Tarsenheim stood in the door, smiling on them. "But 
our young friend will not care to tear himself away, 
for to-morrow is the day arranged for the so interest- 
ing experiment, which will make us all so rich." 
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CHAPTER X 

It was near noon on the following day. Fabian Dare 
was writing in his joumaL The expression of his sen- 
sations seemed to him the only way of quelling their 
tumult: 

''How simple," he wrote, ''must be the emotions of a 
condemned criminal before the execution — compared to 
mine. He has only to turn his back on life and face 
death. He is relieved of all responsibility of choice by 
the verdict of a nation — ^there was no day in all his life 
for which his plans were easier made. But I am whirled 
roimd and round in a vortex of possibilities. I have 
to flog myself into the chamber of horrors. I have to 
take the responsibility for what happens to me there. 
So many things may happen, worse than death — some 
frightful maiming. On the other hand, perhaps only a 
few minutes of pain and discomfort, and then lif e^— real 
Kfe — ^the legacy of all the ages, which has so few heirs, 
so many litigants. The wonderful, sheltered life, which 
only money can buy — only poverty teach one to value.'* 

He heard the chug-chug of a motor stopping out* 
side. 

"Its modem symbol," he thought. "Ten thousand 
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pounds will not buy much, but it is the life-buoy which 
will enable me to make the shore — to keep my head 
above the sea of humanity. Ten thousand poimds ^" 

The door opened, and Abdul von Tarsenheim entered. 

"I bring you the money, my friend, the ten thousand 
pounds — ^the wonderful magic rod, is it not? Count 
them!" He threw a bundle of notes on to the dining- 
room table in front of Fabian, and sat facing him as 
he fingered them,^ trying to count them over, but the 
figures always slipped back and got lost in the chaos 
of his mind. 

**Yes, my friend, they are the real magic, and if they 
are not given they are so hard to get — such a price 
must be paid — such a price ! I tell you, you get yours 
cheap ! You can buy all the wonderful young life, for 
you are paid in advance — ^not long, long afterwards, 
when all the shops are shut — ^yes?" 

"When all the shops are shut !*' echoed Fabian. "When 
all the shops are shut !" 

"Come, count the money !" said Von Tarsenheim, ris- 
ing, "for it is time Well, then, I do it for you. 

There are five of one thousand, is it not? There are 
forty of one hundred, yes? — and ninety of ten. For 
the clothes I buy for you I keep back ten pounds. Is 
it right?'' 

"The money is all there,'* answered Fabian, hoarsely, 
^^but for God's sake tell me, before I take it, what is the 
price I must pay for it?" 

"No man knows before what price he will have to 
pay for anything, but each man fear he pay more than 
his neighbours. Come ! The planets do not wait ! The 
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great wheel turns, and we will be late. Then, for an- 
other month, you will have to wonder and fear." 

Fabian rose. His face was white and drawn. He 
gathered up the notes with a shaky hand and shoved 
them into his pocket without speaking. Then he fol- 
lowed Von Tarsenheim out into the passage, and 
through a door which had hitherto always been locked. 
It was the dingy, commonplace room where Von Tar- 
senheim kept his curious glass machine. A man of about 
his own height was pacing the room feverishly. He 
wore a motor mask. 

"The headsman !" Fabian spoke his thoughts aloud. 

The man in the goggles stopped his excited prome- 
nade and looked at the scapegoat curiously, scanning 
him as a man looks at a horse he is buying to carry 
him through some difficult expedition. Dare and Van- 
draken looked at one another. Von Tarsenheim looked 
at them both. Fabian's eyes told him nothing. Van- 
draken's told him that he was looking at a gentleman 
like himself, and he felt vaguely sorry that Von Tar- 
senheim had not provided someone of a lower class, a 
class which was used to being done up. "A sensitive, 
poetical sort of chap," thought Vandraken, taking in 
the oval face and the sloping eyes. 

"You have been paid?" he asked. 

"Yes." Dare's voice came muffled and unnatural. 

"And you understand what you are being paid for?" 

"I am selling myself to be experimented on — that is 
all I understand." 

"How's this?" Vandraken turned to Von Tarsen- 
heim. "Didn't I tell you that the — ^the scapegoat was 
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to know what he was undertaking? I won't have him 
in a position to say I roped him in ! Tell him now !'* 

"It is better he should not know." He took Van- 
draken aside and talked to him in a low voice. "I have 
told him," he whispered, •*that he would be paid for be- 
ing the subject of an experiment — ^that there was dan- 
ger in it. Himmel! A man does not get ten thousand 
pounds for nothing ! He gives something for it — ^many 
things. In one hour, when it is over, and he finds him- 
self alive and well, he will leave this house— oh, very 
happy ! But what if he went running to the glass every 
hour? He would fret! fret! fret! — and that would be 
bad for him — for the experiment !" 

"You said he would not believe it. That's what you 
said." 

"This man might. He is in touch with the master- 
chord, and a poet. I tell you, he was about to kill 
himself — ^he had no money. This saves him. Instead 
of death, you give him life and money. In return he 
renders you a small service. It is better he should not 
know what." 

"Look here," said Vandraken, turning to the youth 
kindly, "let's sit down and talk this over." 

Dare, whose knees were shaking, sat down weakly in 
the chair he had been holding on to. Vandraken took 
a turn up and down the room, then stopped in front 
of Dare. 

"I don't want to take any advantage of your po- 
sition. Von Tarsenheim thinks you ought not to know 
the exact results of this experiment to yourself, but I 
tell you this much — ^it will affect your future. It is 
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a mortgage on your future — one which you will not 
be able to pay off." 

''The maimed guinea-pig after the experiment," said 
Fabian, tensely. 

''If I understand right, you will be as sound after 
the experiment as you are before. Isn't that so?" He 
turned to Von Tarsenheim. 

"It's most probable," he answered. "This young man 
has' sold himself, body and soul, asking no questions, 
expecting the worst; but if you tell him, I shall have 
to get another subject, and it is not so easy — that is, 
the suitable yoimg man — and he will lose ten thousand 
pounds !" 

"You hear?" he said to the young man. "Can you 
imagine any consequences so bad that you would rattier 
not go on with this? If you can, we will call it off. 

I'll give you How much time can we give him. 

Von Tarsenheim?" 

The occultist looked at his watch. "Four minutes," 
he replied; "but it is a pity." And he left the room, 
looking back craftily at the two young men. 

"You hear? Four minutes! You have four minutes 
to decide !" cried Vandraken, impatiently. -He was feel- 
ing annoyed at the turn things were taking. 

"Let me think," answered the youth, his face buried 
in his hands. "My God ! It's a frightful decision — ^and 
I've spent ten pounds already!" 

**Don't let that worry you," said Vandraken, hastily.' 
"That part of it is all right." 

There was no sound in the room for the next two 
minutes, while Fabian Dare sat with his head bowed 
down on the table. What was that word he had heard? 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 107 

"Scapegoat" — and the future ! What could it be that 
he mustn't know? Oh, it was all too ghastly to go on 
with ! He was released — ^he would go ! 

The door opened, and Von Tarsenheim entered, smi- 
ling, as usual. 

Fabian rose to his feet; **I can't ^* 

Behind her father came Elsa, with a tray and de- 
canter. 

"Give back that ten thousand pounds!" he finished, 
and sat down again. His eyes were full of Elsa's beau- 
ty, and in his ears rang those words of Von Tarsen- 
heim's, "Before the shops are shut!" 

"You see," said the occultist to Vandraken, "he has 
made his decision. He consents." There was a rising 
excitement in his voice. He looked more human. 

Elsa put down the tray. She looked anxiously at 
Fabian, and seemed to be trying to nerve herself to 
speak. Vandraken was looking at her with hungry 
admiration. 

**Thank you, Elsa. We, ourselves, can pour out the 
wine. We will not give you the trouble." Her father 
was looking at her menacingly. "You may go." 

Under his gaze Elsa shuddered, gave one pitying 
glance at Fabian, and left the room. Her father held 
the door open, and bolted it behind her. 

Vandraken poured out a drink and gulped part of it 
down. 

Von Tarsenheim came over to Fabian Dare. "Come ! 
Four yourself out a glass." He filled one for himself, 
and poured one out for the other. "Let us drink to 
the success of the experiment. It is a great moment — 
it will be a great victory — ^the first triumph of man over 
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the law of the universe — ^the conquest of the twin ene- 
mies of pleasure — consequence and remorse ! To the 
moment when the gods shall cease laughing at men! 
Come ! — drink !*' He raised his glass to his lips. Van- 
draken did the same. 

"To the devil with consequences ! To a hundred mil- 
lion dollars' worth of pleasure and a dime's worth of 
pain!" he cried, excitedly. 

Fabian was the only one sitting down. He looked 
from the man who was masked with motor goggles, 
endowing him with a suggestion of relentlessness, to the 
man who masked himself behind that overpowering 
smile. 

"God help the guinea-pig!" he muttered, and took 
a drink. 

Von Tarsenheim went to the comer of the room and 
drew back the curtains from the glass case with the 
partition in the middle. He turned a switch, and the 
coloured lights began to flash in the vacuiun tubes which 
ran across the top of the case. A wire ran through 
each tube, and the ends hung down on each side of the 
partition and were carried into a collar. On the outer 
side of the collar were switch-keys, on the inner small 
sponges. 

The inventor looked lovingly at the apparatus, and 
ran his hand caressingly down the glass sides. "Come !" 
he called to Fabian. "I wish that you take your place 
on this seat," indicating the metal stool. The youth 
collected himself, walked over to the apparatus, with 
assumed nonchalance, and took his seat as Von Tar- 
senheim indicated. 

"You must take off your collar." The words sounded 
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peculiar to him. Why, it might be a hairdresser's shop^ 
he thought, with that whimsical turn a man's thoughts 
take on momentous occasions. Vandraken was again « 
pacing the room excitedly, wishing it was all over. 

Fabian removed his own collar, and Von Tarsenheim 
adjusted the collar of sponges. "You will feel noth- 
ing,'' he said. "The wires are not at present con- 
nected." 

"I shall now hypnotise you. I advise that you do 
not resist, for as you are passive so will it be easier 
for you. It is but going to sleep." Von Tarsenheim 
put the middle finger of his right hand on the young 
man's forehead. He quivered all over, his hands clawed 
the air, and then sank to his sides. He sat rigid on 
the stool. Vandraken came over and looked at him 
curiously. 

"Poor devil! How utterly helpless he is! And, by 
the way, as you are also going to hypnotise me, I have 
taken the precaution to station two private detectives 
and a doctor outside. If I'm not out in two hours, they 
will come in." 

"And why not? It is a quite sensible precaution. It 
is, in fact, a wise precaution that you take. Come, now 
— your collar ! Thank you. And now to sit down." 

Vandraken removed his collar and took his seat on 
the glass stool. 

"Do I have to do anything?" he asked. 

**You have to will that all the thoughts you do not 
wish to think shall pass l)y telepathy to this young 
man, and those are the thought vibrations started by 
what you call conscience, and become remorse. I say 
telepathy, because it conveys the idea to you. My 
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explanation of the soul on the star you cannot grasp. 
I use the terms you can." 

"All right. I understand that. I can concentrate 
my mind on the other man like a sunbeam in a burning- 
glass." 

"Grood! You will now use your imagination, and 
consider that matter does not exist except as your mind 
permits. You will consider that the effect of all ex- 
cesses is imaginary. You will imagine yourself drink- 
ing all day without any effect you do not wish. Smok- 
ing — everything, in fact. You will know what to in- 
clude," he added, meaningly. "You will that all thought 
vibrations arising from these excesses pass by telepathy 
to this young man, and as the body of the man who 
wills that he wake at a certain hour obeys the mind, 
so shall your body and his body obey your mind; for 
by these electric vibrations, which partake of planet 
rays, I can, through my own will-power — ^when you are 
under my influence — endow you with the faith which 
can move mountains, and impose your will on the young 
man in there." As he spoke he adjusted the collar of 
sponges, and, going round to Fabian Dare, who was 
as rigid as a corpse, turned a key in his collar. His 
breath came in a quick gasp, and he quivered. 

He then came back and turned a key in Vandraken*s 
collar. "Now, then !" he called, sharply, "concentrate ! 
concentrate!" and stared into his eyes. "That young 
man is now your magnetic slave — under your control !" 

"Yes, yes !" began Vandraken. "I am " 

His sentence remained unfinished. He went off into 
a hypnotic sleep, rigid on the glass stool. 

In the centre of the case, attached to the partition. 
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was a black mirror. Into this Von Tarsenheim now 
began to gaze with intense eagerness. ^^They come!"^ 
he muttered, at last. "The reflections of their auras — 
the shadows of these two fools' souls !" Then he went 
from the one rigid man to the other, turning on a wire 
in the collar here, turning one off there, and between 
each operation he consulted the mirror, rubbing hi& 
hands together delightedly. 

"As two clouds melt into one another," he muttered, 
"their auras are fusing. The Jupiterian influence is 
strong in the American, and Venus in them both. The 
other will be a poet with a business head — ^that is funny f 
Oh, it will be very funny ! I will give him some more 
of Jupiter!" He manipulated the switch, and in one 
of the vacuum tubes the light of steel-blue flashed and 
sparkled, for a moment subduing the others. "And 
this American a little more of the lunar vibrations — 
and the other can spare them. An idealistic materialist 
— ^ho ! ho !" Again he manipulated the wires, and a pale 
mauve light predominated. 

He stood in front of Fabian for a moment with 
folded arms. 

"You are too susceptible, my friend — ^you and my 
daughter, Elsa. You feel too easily the effect of vibra- 
tions with which you are both in tune. Well, wellF. 
When you are of the same star group, who shall blame 
you? No, no, my friend, I do not blame you, but I 
change your tune a little ; that is best — and most inter- 
esting to watch the effect when you see Elsa again — 
with the affinity broken." 

He turned off one of the switches in Fabian's collar 
and turned on another. Then he gazed into the ataring 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



112 THE SOUL OF CROESUS 

'eyes for a full minute. "So! You care not for my 
daughter any more. How could you ever have thought 
her beautiful, with that tumed-up nose?" He laughed, 
moved away, and began to walk about the room, look- 
ing at his watch, as though timing the boiling of an 
egg. After a while he came back to the machine again. 

"Magnetic twins! — ^magnetic twins!" he murmured, 
as he gazed into the mirror. "It is wonderful ! Ormuz, 
the Chaldean, I salute you — ^you very clever Ormuz. 
The prevention of the reflex action so that one could 
be insulated — that is mine. There were slaves bom to 
Jbear such burdens in Ormuz*s day. They could be 
made passive prisoners. No! Ormuz had not that 
problem. To-day the slaves are made, not bom, but 
they must not know it — ^it would never do that they 
knew it. But with all those millions of money — ^without 
slaves — no good — ^no good at all." 

Then he stood in front of Vandraken. With his 
pink face and bronzy hair, deprived of all life, he looked 
like a waxwork figure. Von Tarsenheim suddenly emit- 
ted a harsh, cackling laugh as he apostrophised Van- 
draken. 

"Oh, you are funny! But you must not laugh too 
much, Abdul — no, it would be rude to laugh too much. 
You think you hire a man for the experiment, and all 
the time you are the experiment. You think you have 
gone to cheat the gods — I wonder what they will do 
to you. Yes, it will be funny to watch what they will 
do to you. It is like persuading a little boy he can 
beat a big boy, and then to watch the fight, and see what 
the big boy do to the little boy. And you pay me one 
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hundred thousand pounds ! It Is like being paid to go 
to the theatre. 

"Ormuz, my friend, you lived in the wrong day. 
There was nothing good at the theatre in your day, but 
now there are the men of wonderful riches, who make 
of themselves kings, and the subjects know it not. Then 
they try to make of themselves gods, and the gods tell 
on them to the people, and the people wake up and pull 
down the rich men, and the rich men fall on the people, 
and all go smash together. It will be funny to watch. 
It is always amusing to live in the day when men have 
rolled the stone almost to the top of the hill where 
the 'gods live, and then, just as they begin to shout, 
*There are no gods but ourselves !' the unseen hand — 
and a push — and the stone goes hop, hop, hop, to the 
bottom of the hill!" Von Tarsenheim cackled again. 
"And then the laugh from Olympus — the light on the 
top of the hill, the darkness at the bottom — ^and the 
remnant spawning in the darkness for centuries, till 
they are strong enough to begin to push the stone to 
the top again." Abdul von Tarsenheim rubbed his 
hands together delightedly. "But I think this dish is 
cooked." He looked into the black mirror. "Yes, they 
are quite cooked, those scrambled eggs." He turned 
off the switch, and the coloured lights died out in the 
vacuum tubes. 

"Yes, their auras are now well tangled. It will take 
years to undo them. It is very funny — ^two men with 
their wires crossed, and Abdul listening at the telephone. 
Poor old Abdul, the heathen — the Dago — ^the fakir !" 

He went to Vandraken and took off the collar. Then 
he put his hand on his head, and Vandraken rose from 
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the glass stool, stepped out on to the floor, and began 
stretching himself and rubbing his eyes. **What a 
ghastly dream!" he muttered. Then he went to Von 
Tarsenheim and touched Mm. *Tre8, you are real. It 
was only a dream, a nightmare. I am awake ! Say I 
am awake!" 

"Of course you are awake. Come and see the other 
man. He is asleep. I leare him asleep a little longer." 
He made a pass over him, undid the collar of sponges, 
and drew the curtain. 

Vandraken put on his collar and looked at his watch. 

"Why — Fve been here nearly two hours !" 

Von Tarsenheim went to the door, opened it, and 
called out : "Elsa ! Elsa ! Bring some more wine I" 

**A11 right !" came the answer. 

"So I will see the pretty maid again? She's a peach, 
that maid of yours — ^a regular ripper — ^and innocent 
as a child. You ought to throw her in for the himdred 
thousand, Von Tarsenheim." 

Abdul only smiled sardonically. "Oh, yes — ^the him- 
dred thousand ! Give it to me now." 

"All right. I suppose you have done what you prom- 
ised, though I don't see how I am to know." 

"Well, you must try. You must do something that 
should make you feel ashamed, and see — ^you will feel no 
shame, no remorse. I should be glad that you make 
the trial. The other man will have the shame, the 
remorse — at first very much, very keen; but with use 
his conscience — ^no, not his conscience, but your con- 
science within him — ^wiU lose its edge, then he will not 
feel so much. Only on his face will be the record. Yes, 
I should like to see the first effect." 
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"My! but you are plausible, Von Tarsenheim — 
damned plausible ! But I don't see much temptation to 
sin in this room," 

Elsa entered, still in her maid's apron, which showed 
the pretty curves of her figure. She put down the bot- 
tle and looked anxiously about the room. 

**Where " she began. 

Before her lips could end the sentence they were 
smothered by Vandraken's hot kisses. She felt herself 
whirled from the floor into his arms, swooning in a 
storm of passion which beat down her resistance. 
Strange, unknown thrills ran through her. She felt 
the stain on her maidenhood, and, revolting from his 
touch like some wild thing, put forth one great effort 
and freed herself from his embrace, threw herself down 
on a chair by the table and sobbed wildly. Her tears» 
which would have moved most men to shameful con- 
trition, left Vandraken untouched. He looked more as 
though he were about to embrace her again than apolo- 
gise. 

There was a cry of anguish from behind the curtain^ 
a cry which carried composite notes of horror, shame^ 
and anguish. Then Fabian burst through the curtains^ 
pale, collarless, and trembling with excitement. 

Vandraken hastily put on his motor mask, but Dare 
had not seen him. He had eyes for Elsa only, and by 
her he threw himself on his knees. 

"Elsa, forgive me ! Elsa, I did not mean to ! It is 
impossible! It is sacrilege! I don't understand it! 
What have I done? Say you forgive me! I shall kill 
myself! I must have been mad!" 

Abdul von Tarsenheim looked at Vandraken trium- 
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phantly, the spirit of successful invention incarnate 
swamping any paternal instinct he ever had. Van- 
draken took a bundle of notes of large denomination 
from his pocket. 

**You will find a few thousand over, I think. You're 
great, Von Tarsenheim — simply great !'* 

There was a loud knocking at the outside door. 

**The detectives ! I'd better go down to them. Good- 
bye. You ought to let me have the maid, though." 

"She was my daughter." 

"Your daughter!" Vandraken whistled, and went 
out. Von Tarsenheim following him. 

Elsa raised her tear-stained face and looked down 
at Fabian. "What is it? Why do you ask forgiveness? 

It was not you. If it had been you, perhaps No, 

I don't mean that! But, oh! what is the matter with 
you?" 

"I have sinned against you ! I have desecrated you — 
I, who held you sacred !" 

"But it was not you! — ^it was the man in the mask! 
Oh, what have they done to you?" 

Fabian staggered to his feet. "Then it was a dream? 
Forgive me ! I must — ^I must seem an awful ass — and 
yet I felt your reproaches, your hatred, and I can't 
shake off the feeling." 

Elsa looked at him pityingly. ^^Oh, it is something 
they have been doing to you! It is all false — all a 
trick!" She held out her arms, and himg her head. 
*'You — ^you may kiss me, and you will see that I do 
not cry." 

"Kiss you?" stammered Fabian. "Why " Then 

it came over him that he no longer wanted what, two 
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hours before, he bad mortgaged bis soul for. The fact 
that he was suddenly altered in some mysterious manner 
came to him as a terrible conviction. His hesitation wa& 
only temporary. While he no longer felt drawn ta 
Elsa, he determined to hide it and so save her pride. 
With outstretched arms he came towards her, but she 
shook her head mournfully, and backed away till she 
came to the door. Then she turned, and, with a sob 
which vibrated through Fabian's nerves like a shriek 
from a torture chamber, left the room. 
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CHAPTER XI 

Vakdkaken left Von Tarsenheim's, his pulses bound* 
ing with elation. He felt a sense of victory, a freedom 
from physical limitation. The awful nightmare feeling 
which he had experienced during the hypnotic sleep had 
quite faded. 

''Go like hell, Staines !" he cried to his chauffeur. ''Get 
into Hyde Park, and let her rip P' 

Round and round the Park they went, while Vandra- 
ken planned what he would do with his newly-acquired 
freedom from consequence. "The Devil-may-care Club ! 
That's it !" he decided. "They have a meeting to-mor- 
row night. That will put Von Tarsenheim to the test, 
if anything can." 

Then he went roimd to Lord Ancester's chambers. 
He wanted to let him know that the operation had come 
off. Not finding him in, he left a note telling him all 
about it. Then he hunted up Abinger, and told him 
he wanted to make a night of it, ending up with the 
Devil-may-care Club. 

Abinger suggested that he give a dinner to some pals, 
do a music-hall, and take some of the fellows on to the 
club, and this programme, with a few additions, was 
faithfully carried out. 

Vandraken looked into the Cosmopolis Club the fol- 
lowing day, hoping to find Abinger in. As he put his 
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head into the smoking-room door, Lord Ancester looked 
up from the paper he was reading. He gazed intently 
at Vandraken, searching the young man's face to see 
if he could notice any change; but barring a slight 
hardening in the expression of the eyes, which might 
have been imaginary, he could see no difference. 

'^Hello, Vandraken! That you? Come and have a 
drink. I was just going to order one." 

Vandraken came forward rather uncertainly. He had 
never been quite at ease with Lord Ancester since he had 
failed to be magnanimous over the results of the polo 
match. He could not help feeling that if their posi- 
tions had been reversed, Ancester would have been too 
chivalrous to abide by the verdict of the accident. 

"Thanks, I will have a drink," he said, and sat down 
in one of the red-leather chairs, opposite Lord Ancester. 

"I got your note, Vandraken. Did Von Tarsenheim 
do a good job? Are you satisfied?" 

A waiter interrupted by bringing the drinks Lord 
Ajicester had ordered. It was not the same man Van- 
draken had given the three hundred pounds to the week 
before. That young man had thrown up his position 
and started to spend the money. He did not see the 
force of working when he had three hundred poimds. 
By the time it was spent he would probably be unem- 
ployable. 

"Satisfied !" replied Vandraken. * Well, rather ! Last 
night was the Beano at the Devil-may-care Club. It 
was a record meeting. Trecorini brought over those 
Oriental dancers from Paris — all but their wardrobes. 
I think their things must have been stopped at the cus* 
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tom-house. Anyway, they didn't bring them to the club. 
That gave the kejmote to the proceedings." 

^^I can quite imagine it," said Lord Ancester, sig- 
nificantly. 

"After the previous meeting I felt horrid next day ; 
my head hurt me, my conscience hurt me. I felt I had 
been making a beast of myself. But last night was a 
school feast compared to the other one, and yet to-day 
I feel like a divinity student. Abdul gives you your 
money's worth." 

"Yes," answered his friend, sadly, "I see he does." 

"But I'm afraid it's all off with the club," continued 
Vandraken, regretfully. "It was raided last night — 
pulled like any pub' after hours." 

"I didn't hear anything about it." 

"No," answered Vandraken, lowering his voice, "and 
you won't. I squared the police and detectives." 

"Squared them?" said Lord Ancester, incredulously. 
"Oh, come! This isn't New York — ^this is London. 
Quite different." 

"Quite," said Vandraken, drily. "I'U teU you aU 
about it. Two of the detectives had got in disguised 
as waiters, and they let in the others. Luckily, most 
of the members were still half sober — ^but you should 
have heard the women scream — ^the ones in masks — 
when they heard they were under arrest. I saw it was 
up to me to do something, so I asked to see the captain. 
As you say, it was quite different from New York. In- 
stead of a big, genial Irishman, with a twinkle in one 
eye and a wink in the other, a solemn-faced chap came 
up to me. He might have been a parson, except for 
his jerky voice. I'd been there before — ^New York— ^ 
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so I knew what to say. *You are the captain?' I re^ 
marked. ^I am the inspector/ he answered, as solemnly 
as if he was confessing to being an undertaker. *Then 
I suppose you will make a deal for the whole gang.?* 

" *I don*t know what you are driving at,' he said, 
*but anything you say will be used against you at the 
trial.' 

" *There won't be any trial,' I replied, jauntily, 
bringing out ray roll of notes. *I've got the stuff in my 
clothes.' 

" *You will make a note,' he said, turning to a brace 
of bobbies who were ^contagious,' *that this gent has 
tried to bribe me.' They all looked at me as if I were 
a curiosity, and made notes in their books. 

"I saw it was going to come high, so I made my 
first offer attractive. *This isn't any tipping business,' 
I said, taking the band off the notes. ^It's five hundred 
pounds a man, and two thousand for the captain.' I 
thought they would have walked right up to the trough 
at that ; but not a bit of it. 

" ^You ought to be ashamed of yourself,' said one 
bobby, *a-trying to tempt honest men to go against 
their principles !' " 

"Do you know, I think I agree with that bobby?" 
observed Lord Ancester. 

"Luckily, there was one of the detectives who didn't. 
The minute he began to speak I knew he had been on 
the New York force. 

" Well, I'll be durned !' he barked. ^What's a police- 
man got to do with principles? I worked up this case, 
and not because I had anything against the club. I 
thought I knew a good graft when I see it, and this 
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gent is playing the game like a man, and not getting 
any encouragement. You are Mr. Vandraken, the 
American millionaire, ain't you?' 

**I owned right up to it. *You're all right as far 
as you've gone, but this is London, where the police have 
principles. Well, you have got to buy those principles. 
Men lose their jobs here for doing what you want 'em 
to do. Well, you've got to buy those jobs. That five 
hundred you offered — and I ain't saying anything 
against it — ^may buy our principles, but it won't buy 
our jobs. You capitalise them at four per cent. — 
that's about two thousand a man, captain extra — ^then 
five hundred for leading us into temptation, and five 
hundred for yielding to it, and another thousand be- 
cause a man who has done what we are going to do 
can't look the world in the eye as he did before — say 
four thousand a man, and ten for the captain. There's 
some of us whose principles isn't worth the price, but 
we must suffer with the rest. What do you say?' " 

"What did you say?" asked Lord Ancester. 

*^I didn't say anything. I put the banknotes in 
my pocket and fished out some blank cheques. Then 
the American detective went round and talked over his 
accomplices. By the way, his name is Ben Duff, and 
I have taken him into my service. They couldn't resist, 
though some of them looked broken-hearted. All the 
same, they took their money and went their way." 

"Poor devils !" said Lord Ancester. "Don't you real- 
ise what you have done to them?" 

"I have made them into well-to-do men, that's what 
I have done for them." 

"But can't you see No, I forgot. You are a 
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man without a conscience. The only thing those men 
had was their self-respect. By the sheer brute force 
of money you have made them part with it.** 

"Well, if I bought up their principles, didn't I pay 
the full market price for them?'' 

"My dear man, there is no market price for them. 
'Pon my word, Vandraken, I sometimes wonder whether 
it is lack of conscience or brains which makes you 
American plutocrats deal with men's self-respect as you 
do." 

"I don't follow you," said Vandraken, beginning to 
look bored, as he always did when ethics were discussed. 

"Why, don't you see?" insisted Lord Ancester. "It 
was because men had principles that you chaps were 
able to create your wealth. Self-respecting fathers of 
families, with the instinct of providing for their young 
to carry them through days and nights of toil — ^those 
were the kind of men who made your steel. How much 
wealth will those ten men whose principles you have 
bought ever produce or protect? Not a shilling's worth 
for the rest of their lives! And you American pluto- 
crats are creating men like that by the thousand, as you 
buy your way to whatever point you wish to reach. My 
ancestors, now — they had some sense. They had the 
same feudal system you have, but they maintained an 
elaborate machinery for filling the masses so full of 
religion and patriotism that they went on, generation 
after generation, producing wealth for them, or dying 
for them, on the distinct understanding that it would 
be made up to them in the next world ; and it all worked 
very nicely." 
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"Our civilisation may be rotten," yawned Vandraken, 
**but it will last our time, and that is all we care about." 

"Your ancestors worked for future generations," in- 
sisted Lord Ancester. "They didn't mean that the re- 
sults of their labours should be all eaten up by one 
generation. It's not playing fair by them. Suppose 
they had also said, Posterity be damned? What would 
you be? A white savage, sitting at the mouth of a 
cave, with a club in your hand, to see that some other 
savage didn't run off with your wife and the offal you 
had collected for the winter. That's anarchy; and 
that's where you are going when you have exterminated 
self-respect and principles and religion." Lord An- 
cester's voice lost its tired note« He was talking on 
a subject which interested him. His grandfather had 
been a Prime Minister, and he came of a family which 
had produced many statesmen. 

"Religion !" said Vandraken. "Why, you can't throw 
a stone in any of our towns without breaking a church 
window; and any brand of religion you fancy always 
on tap." 

"It doesn't reach the spot. You have so many brands 
in America," answered Ancester. "You are afraid to 
have it taught in your schools for fear of the labels 
getting mixed. Well, we are coming to the same thing 
in England, but we haven't quite got there yet." 

"I'm ready to agree with you," said Vandraken, as 
though anxious to end the discussion. "There will be 
a big smash. But I ! I ! I ! — ^and after me the deluge ! — 
that's my motto. Posterity is a man's own children, 
and our rich men haven't got enough to bother with. 
A democratic system of government won't let you found 
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a house by entail, as you did in England, so what's 
the good of having a posterity who will come to smash, 
and have to work? Democracy defeats its own ^nds. 
Master and slave! — that's the kind of commonwealth 
that lasts." 

"It's a wonder Von Tarsenheim was able to find any 
conscience in you to transplant," laughed Lord An- 
cester. **It's a pity, too, because one man with your 
wealth might do a great deal towards putting things 
right." 

"Awfully nice dance the other night, wasn't it.^" 
asked Vandraken, trying to change the subject. 

"You seemed to enjoy it. I suppose it is no use re- 
gretting anything, but I seem fated to put you in the 
way of making mistakes. I wish I hadn't brought you 
to Lady Donoyle's ball." 

"Why?" 

"I have known Lady Kitty since she was a child. She 
has always been adorable. There is something loathe- 
some to me in the idea of your two lives mingling in 
any way." 

"Loathesome! I say, that's rather a strong word." 

"It is a matter I feel strongly about," said Lord An- 
cester, calmly. "A man who has vowed his life to the 
religion of absolute materialism, as you have done, 
should take a vow of celibacy as fervently as any monk. 
You have no business with a wife." 

"Don't let that worry you," answered Vandraken, 
huffily. "I have no intention of marrying for a few 
years. I have other plans, for the next five, at any rate ; 
but when I do marry, it will be a Lady Kitty. And 
just because I am having my fling, I don't propose 
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to cut myself off from society. Ydiy should I? You 
know as well as I do, if not better, that half the men 
who were dancing and talking so prettily at the ball 
that night take an occasional dive into the under world, 
and often stay a long time under, too." 

''That is true in a sense,'' answered Lord Ancester, 
reflectively. '*But they are no more specialists, as you 
are, than the man who goes to church is a priest. Un* 
less Von Tarsenheim is a fraud, you are now a man 
without a conscience; no act of yours can cause you 
remorse, no voice can prompt you to self-restraint. You 
will follow all your impulses, good or bad, as long as 
they do not put you within the grip of the law. Your 
brain will see to that. But you are a moral outlaw, 
Yandraken. Of course, your career will be interesting. 
I shall enjoy reading the story, fully illustrated. I am 
tired of printed books. But I don't want little Kitty 
to be one of the characters — ^that would quite spoil the 
hovel for me." 

**I tell you I have no intention of marrying Lady 
Kitty at present ! Can't a man dance a few times with 
a girl without being suspected of matrimonial inten- 
tions?" 

Lord Ancester sipped his drink reflectively. "No," 
he replied, "not a man like you. It is only when a man 
is hopelessly ineligible — then it becomes a matter be- 
tween the girl and her mother. But a great matrimo- 
nial catch, such as you are, can't single out any girl 
with impunity. All the resources of civilization will 
be brought to bear on turning your jest into earnest. 
Lady Donoyle is a very clever woman. But suppose you 
fall in love with Lady Batty — ^what then?" 
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*^FalI in love !" answered Vandrakeri, contemptuously. 
"I have my sentimental feelings absolutely under con- 
trol." 

^^So has every man till some woman suddenly gets 
them under her control. Lady Donoyle thinks you 
would do for a son-in-law. Kitty has never before met 
any very rich young man who has got such a vast 
fortune that he is actually frivolously rich. Her ex- 
perience has hitherto been with the pompous rich — ^lit- 
tle gilt gods on wheels, rush of self to the head, eldest 
sons, and that sort of thing. You have a face, too, 
like a good little boy, and the American responsiveness 
to gaiety. No, Kitty won't oppose her mother. I as- 
sure you, my dear fellow, that your only way of avoid- 
ing matrimony is to avoid society — ^join the brother- 
hood of the under-world as the monk joins the monas- 
tery, to escape the temptations of the world, the flesh 
and the devil. It is the same principle, only reversed." 

Vandraken laughed again. ^^I don't gather whether 
your solicitude is on my account or Lady Kitty's. The 
latter, I imagine ; and if so, it would be easy to put her 
off by revealing my true character." 

Lord Ancester always talked very slowly, in a tired 
Toice, yet there was an underlying force in it which 
always held a listener's attention steady, even through 
long pauses* 

'^My dear fellow, I did hint at your true character to 
Lady Donoyle." 

Vandraken sat up. "The devil you did !" 

Lord Ancester nodded. "I did — and what do you 
think she said?" 

**That she didn't believe you?" 
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"No. That it was a tiara, not a halo, she wanted for 
her daughter.'* 

Vandraken chuckled. 

"And as she has brought her daughter up to look at 
things in the same light, Fm afraid your morals 
wouldn't outweigh your other attractions. As for the 
Von Tarsenheim business, she would simply refuse to 
believe it." 

"But, for the sake of argument, even if all you say 
is true — suppose I do fall in love, and do propose, get 
regularly tangled up in this imaginary net which you 
say society spreads for the unwa^ry millionaire — ^it does 
not follow that it would happen immediately. It might 
be a long chase, and a long engagement, and I don't 
want more than a few years of the seamy side of life. 
I must say that I have never met any girl who could 
make marriage as tolerable as Lady Kitty. And she is 
young — she could wait. Lots of girls do." 

"I don't think you ever had very much conscience, 
Vandraken, but whatever you had, Von Tarsenheim has 
extracted, that's certain. Good Lord! Kitty wait! — 
as girls do wait while some hard-working, conscientious 
chap is toiling to create a home. But in this instance 
wait while you are soiling the springs of life, exhausting 
the emotions and enthusiasms which you are to unite 
with hers! Good Lord! Shall you ask her to wait 
while you sow your wild oats?" 

**But you seem to forget, Ancester, that I have ar- 
ranged to overcome that difficulty. That is the beauty 
of Von Tarsenheim's invention. I shall go through the 
under-world as asbestos goes through fire, and come 
out at the other side without changing a hair. Don't 
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you see? It's the other chap— poor devil! — ^who won't 
be fit to marry.'* 

"You will come out a whited sepulchre — ^that is how 
you will come out. Like one of those white puff-balls 
one finds in the fields, full of acrid brown powder." 

"No ! no !" answered Vandraken, earnestly. "I have 
thought it all out. When I shake the dust of that life 
from off my feet it will be like sin in a dream. I tell 
you, I have overcome the law of consequence. You will 
see." 

"Then you won't promise to cut society and abide by 
the life you have fitted yourself for?" 

"No. I'm sorry to disoblige you, and I'm afraid it 
may cost me your friendship, which I value ; but I pro- 
pose to go into society as much as I like, and if it 
spreads a net and catches a variety of fish it wasn't 

looking for — ^well ^" He shrugged his shoulders, 

and rose to go. 

"Sit down a minute, Vandraken, and give me a 
cigar." 

Vandraken beamed as he proffered his cigar-case. 
**No ! Will you? I take that as a sign that you aren't 
going to chuck me, in spite of my contumacious be- 
haviour." 

Lord Ancester looked at the young man curiously. 
"Chuck you! No. I wish I could. But my position 
is a peculiar one. I spoke a few light words, as a boy 
heaves a pebble into a pond. Well, those few words 
have started an endless chain of consequences. I have, 
as it were, created a new disease. I must devote my 
life to quarantining, sterilising, every possible device 
of modem sanitation. As a result of that disease, you 
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are a man without a conscience. As far as possible, I 
must supply that lack. I must in every way limit the 
consequences of my own act. I am tired of the game 
you want to play, but I will have to play it. I hate the 
under-world, but I will have to live in it as long as 
you choose to remain under. Chuck you ! No ! I will 
be your shadow — ^I saw it all in a flash as the pony 
fell: the horror of it all, the inevitableness of predes- 
tined fate, which may be minimised but cannot be 
averted.*' 

"Oh, I say! Draw it mild! To hear you talk, one 
would think we were going to hell together, instead of 
having a jolly good time." 

Ancester lit his cigar and watched the smoke thought- 
fully for a few moments. "You imagine that you have 
cheated the gods with your limitless wealth and your 
Abdul von Tarsenheim — ^but I tell you, Vandraken, that 
they sit around among the stars as men sit by the bank 
of a river, dropping their lines down into this puddle 
to see what they can catch. You, my dear chap, are 
a new sort of bait, and I am the instrument which has 
put you on the hook." 

"Somebody has been dopeing your drinks, Ancester. 
You are getting weird," muttered Vandraken, getting 
up. "The morbid thoughts of a morbid fellow, written 
at a rainy funeral — ^that is how your line of talk strikes 
me. I think I will go down to the morgue and try to 
get cheered up. But, bar chaff, Ancester — I am off. 
Can I take you anywhere?" 

"You might take me down to Tattersall's. I want 
to have a look at some ponies the Irish Dragoons are 
sending in." 
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**I say, Ancester," said the other, nervously. **Like 
a good chap, let me give you a pony. I feel half-way 
responsible for the death of Squirrel.'* 

**Wouldn't dream of it. Thanks very much, all the 
same,'' answered his friend, in a tone which did not ad« 
mit of further discussion. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

Ladt Kitty was at home when Vandraken called, on 
the following day. Her mother had gone out, observ- 
ing : "I am going to the Park, Kitty. American young 
men (when they call on a girl) do not like to find the 
room littered with the dSbris of past generations. It 
fetters their form and dams up their flow of language." 
She put her head through the door again to add : ^^Don't 
try to get round behind the picture, Kitty. You might 
rub the gilding off the frame." 

But Lady Kitty only smiled, for it was the mystery 
of the back of the picture which appealed to her imag- 
ination. The girl was very highly intuitive, inspira- 
tional — call it what you will. Abdul von Tarsenheim 
would have classified her as one of the notes in tune 
with the master-chord, and the fact of her life crossing 
Vandraken's would have delighted him as an experiment 
in psychic chemistry. 

Left alone in the drawing-room, Lady Kitty went 
over to her own comer of the room, where her writing- 
desk was. On top of it stood a small screen-shaped pho- 
tograph frame, which held six young men's pictures. 
"My vanished dream collection," as the girl called it. 
"Soldier, sailor, rich man, poor man, cow-boy, poetT* 
she hummed, and drew from the frame the photograph 
of a dark, poetical-looking boy, evidently taken at Ox- 
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ford. "I think we might have had it very badly, Fabian, 
dear," she said to the picture, "if we had seen any more 
of one another. I found it quite hard not to answer 
your letters, and I must sing that sad song of yours 
just once more. It shall be the swan song of the epi- 
sode." 

She went over to the piano, propped up the photo- 
graph on the music-rack, back towards her, and sang 
the words written there. It was called "The Sea of Si- 
lence," and Lady Kitty had put it into music herself: 

There's an Isle in the Sea of Silence, 

A river, the River of Pain, 
Streams through from the shores of the silent sea 

To the silent sea again. 
That sea is Death, and that sea is Birth, 
The river is Life and the isle the Earth ; 

A night of storm on that river of pain. 

Then the sea of silence once again, 

Dear sea of silence once again. 

I have asked of the storm life's purpose. 

The isle and the cruel stream ; 
But the echo of the question mocks 

Like laughter in a dream. 
The Might-have-been as a wreck is shown 
By the lightning-flash. Then the storm's hoarse moan,. 

Till the sun comes out and the storm is past. 

And God's true purpose is clear at last; 

On the sea of silence 'tis clear at last. 

Lady Kitty had been quite clever in arranging the 
music so that it changed from sad to gay as the sun 
came out. She began to sing the last verse again, but 
ivas interrupted by the entrance of the footman. 
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^^Is your ladyship at home to Mr. Vandraken?" he 
asked. 

"Show him into the boudoir, William," she ordered, 
looking up from the piano, and as the footman left the 
room she went on singing to herself the last verse, very 
softly — then closed the piano, put away the photograph 
of Fabian Dare among some music, and went to the 
boudoir to receive the call of Standish Vandraken. 

Vandraken was in high spirits. He had enjoyed an 
adventure the night before which had more than ever 
confirmed his belief in the efficacy of Von Tarsenheim's 
treatment. He had never felt more boyish and light- 
hearted than when he took Lady Kitty's hand, but it lay 
in his a moment longer than politeness required, and 
a moment is a long time at certain crises of our lives — 
not long enough for a train to move an inch, but long 
enough for a thought to flash round the world. 

As their hands fell apart Vandraken had a curious 
feeling that this girl might, if he came too much in 
contact with her, undo some of Von Tarsenheim's work 
— ^by some conscience-grafting process, some transfu- 
sion of personality, replace the conscience he had got 
rid of. And the girl felt that there was some vacuum 
in the man's soul which was trying to fill itself from 
hers. As a shutter of a camera opens and closes, mak- 
ing no change in the appearance of the instrument, 
but leaving an impression inside, to be developed later, 
so swift did the thought take shape and vanish, as an 
undercurrent in the stream of conventional thought. 
The outward processes of their minds hardly lost step. 
Indeed, Lady Kitty rushed all the swifter into badinage, 
realising that a bridge was needed. 
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^TTou have a reputation to maintain, Mr. Vandra- 
ken," she said as she handed him a tea-cup. "But per- 
haps you can only sparkle at night." 

"Like the stars, Lady Kitty? How nice of you to 
suggest the simile, and how reassuring to know that I 
didn't bore you ! Are you easily bored?" 

"Not easily, but often ! Frightfully often. You see, 
mamma won't let me have much to do with ineligibles, 
and the others think they have done enough for me 
by sitting and looking rich, or forcing a revelation of 
one's ignorance of politics, machinery, or the latest bet- 
ting. They never talk about themselves — I suppose 
they consider it a sacred subject — only about what they 
have or what they do." 

"But, surely. Lady Kitty, being hard up doesn't make 
a man amusing? How could it?" 

"They have to sing for their supper, and twitter for 
their tea, and that gets them into good habits. But 
I forgot — ^you are a millionaire yourself. How did 
you ^" 

"Well, you see," answered the young man, after a 
momentary pause, "American girls won't stand for 
bores. We have an expression, *Money talks,' but it 
has got to talk amazingly to the American woman, or 
flock by itself. But, after all, humour, gaiety, respon- 
siveness, are all rather like safety-matches — ^they must 
have a box to strike on. Don't you think so? But 
what a delightful little room! Why! — ^yes, it is *The 
Frivolity!' I didn't recognise it at first." 

"It is mamma's boudoir." 

"I do like this effect of tarnished gold. It blends 
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with your hair and your dress, and that brings out 
your eyes. They look like turquoises set in gold." 

The turquoises referred to opened wider than usuaL 
Th^ American was getting over the ground faster than 
she had expected. "I did not know, Mr. Vandraken, 
that I was giving tea to a poet as well as a humorist." 

"Oh! is that poetical.'* Yes, I suppose it is." On 
reflection, he was surprised at having said it at all. 
Prose had always been more in his line. 

*'I think it is a very pretty idea. Oh, yes, you are 
quite poetical this afternoon; and yet, do you know, 
I would not have thought you could be. I should have 
put you down as frivolous, but matter-of-fact." 

Then Ancester's warning, "You will have to learn 
yourself all over again," flashed into his memory. "But 
are there no frivolous poets on record.'*" he said, rather 
aimlessly. 

Lady Kitty clapped her hands joyously. "Yes, there 
is Edward Lear. Don't you remember the Pelicans* 
Chorus? 

" *By day we fish, and by night we stand 
On long bare islands of yellow sand ; 
And when the sun sinks slowly down, 
And the great rock cliffs 
Grow dark and brown, 
Hand in hand we dance around * 

Why, if Tennyson had written those lines, people would 
have raved over them." 

"But not the last line," he laughed. " ^Stamping 
our feet with a flumpy sound.' Tennyson wouldn't have 
written that." 
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Lady Kitty clapped her hands again. ^^Oh, I am so 
glad you knew that last line ! I should never have for- 
given you if you hadn't known it ! No ; of course Ten- 
nyson couldn't have written the last line, but that 
doesn't make the others less poetical. I imagine that 
the comic devil in Edward Lear wouldn't let the poet 
in him talk, but the poet was there." 

**What a delicious person she is !" thought the young 
man. "Her gaiety is spontaneous." 

"If I were an artist, Lady Kitty, I should paint your 
picture, and call it *The Joy of Living.' " 

"I certainly do love life, there is no doubt about that. 
There are some alterations I could suggest, but I don't 
insist upon them." 

**Not alterations in yourself?" he said, looking at her 
exquisite face longingly with his red-brown eyes. "You 
are perfect as you are. Perhaps I shouldn't have 
thought aloud. I didn't mean to." 

"But, Mr. Vandraken, it is all the greater compli- 
ment, if you really think it; though, of course, you 
don't know. I may be horrid, and you wouldn't know 
it. As long as I had one nice side to show, I wouldn't 
let you see the other, any more than you would let 

me " An idea seemed to strike her. She got up 

suddenly and stood where she could see the other side 
of his face. "Yes, it looks all right — ^just the same 
as the other," she murmured, half to herself. 

"Whatever do you mean?" he said, startled. 

"Oh, it was only a silly idea I had that if I could 
see the other side of your face quite quickly, it would 
look different from the side you turn to me. The way 
children try to get behind a mirror." 
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Vandraken dropped his empty tea-cup with a clatter 
of spoon and breaking Dresden. ^^Oh, I say, Lady 
Kitty ! Fm awfully sorry ! It was unpardonably clum- 
sy ! Such a pretty cup, too P* He began to pick up 
the pieces to hide his agitation. Grood heavens! he 
thought, there must be some horrid flaw in Von Tar- 
senheim's invention, if people were already spotting 
something wrong about his face. 

**It was my fault,*' said Kitty. "I startled you. I 
was abominably personal. I always am when I like 
people." 

^^Like people!" Vandraken's face lighted up, and 
the pink in his cheeks deepened. '^Does that mean you 
like me. Lady Kitty?" 

**Well, it's not hard to like you. I think you are 
quite likeable, Mr. Vandraken." 

"In spite of that other side of my face?" 

**0h, no ! — on account of it ! You are so delightfully 
baffing. It was the mystery about Bluebeard which 
made him so attractive to women. I am convinced that 
it was because his wife lost interest in him after she 
cleared up the mystery that he killed her." 

^^But suppose when you got round to the other side, 
you found a Bluebeard chamber? What then?" He 
spoke earnestly. 

"I should say to the little devil that lived in it, *You 
have been here long enough, and we are going to house- 
clean. I give you a month's warning,' " and she laughed 
again and resumed her seat. 

**I see you won't take my little devil seriously. Poor 
little devil !" They both laughed, and Vandraken felt 
relieved, and picked up the wreckage of the china. 
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"So, you know, I feel as though we had known one 
another much longer than twice. It is absurd, the way 
people walk round and round one another for weeks be- 
fore they stop boring one another and begin to talk. 
I always feel like saying, *Skip all that P But it would 
make them cross. You may smoke, if you like. This is 
mamma's smoking-room.*' 

"And you? Don't you smoke. Lady Kitty?" 

"Only with mother. I once overheard a man say that 
I looked like an adventuress when I smoked, and I looked 
in the glass the next time, and saw that he was right. 
I suppose it is the colour of my hair." 

"It isn't that," replied Vandraken, as he lighted his 
cigarette; "it is because women often get their first 
impression of a woman smoking a cigarette from see- 
ing it done on the stage, and always by the adventuress 
of the play. So, when they light a cigarette, they un- 
consciously take on some of her characteristics — ^a 
process of mental suggestion." 

"I wonder if there is anything in that?" meditated 
Kitty. "I remember now that the first impression I 
over had of the kind was seeing Sarah Bernhardt in 
*CamilIe' ; so perhaps there is." 

**What a darling she is!" thought the yoimg man, 
getting more infatuated every moment. 

"I am sure you are unusually impressionable. Lady 
Kitty." The speech gave him an excuse for looking 
into her eyes. They were full of imspent laughter. He 
wondered whether the possession of such a fund of 
gaiety and joy would not more than compensate him 
for the saturnalia he would have to relinquish to get it. 

"I hope by that you don't mean susceptible. I can't 
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afford to be susceptible, you know, and I have been 
very well brought up — at least, so mamma says, and 
she ought to know." 

"What a wonderful woman your mother is! You 
might be sisters — Joy and Sorrow." 

"Sorrow! Do you think mamma has such a sad 
face.?" 

"You can't see it, but you can feel it. The more 
brilliantly she talks, the more one is conscious that she 
is being crushed to produce the cleverness. Very happy 
women hardly ever strike me as being clever women." 

"What a blow! What a reflection on my brains!" 
Lady Kitty pretended to be overwhelmed. "You just 
accused me of being a happy woman — and I fancied I 
was making such a good impression!" 

"Be comforted. Lady Kitty. You have the clever- 
ness of the child — a most exquisite possession. *Knowl- 
edge comes, but Wisdom lingers,* you know. That's 
the kind of cleverness I mean." 

"I have always thought that line extraordinarily 
true," said Lady Kitty, thoughtfully. She worked back 
into the comer of the sofa and sniffed up the smoke of 
Vandraken's cigarette with enjoyment. 

"What did you mean just now when you said you 
couldn't afford to be susceptible?" asked the young man, 
after a slight pause. 

"I might fall in love, and that would make marriage 
so difficult. According to mamma, mixing up love and 
marriage is as dangerous as mixing business and senti- 
ment. If I were very rich I would marry the first man 
I fell in love with; but, being poor, I must marry the 
first rich man who falls in love with me." 
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"And are there any rich men in love with you?'' 
asked Yandraken, anxiously, realising that if he didn't 
want to marry this fascinating child, he could not -bear 
to see her marry any other man. 

**I am afraid there are. One very rich man offered 
himself, and reasonable settlements, only the other 
night." 

"And you " 

"No, I didn't refuse him. I am considering him — at 
least mamma is, which comes to the same thing. It is 
almost impossible not to do as mamma wants. Marry- 
ing Dumbdale, M.P., would be easier than disobeying 
mamma." 

"But, dear Lady Kitty, you are so young! Why 
should you marry yet? Why not wait a few years?" 

"I might get shop-worn. Besides, mamma can't keep 
the shop open for ever. But really, Mr. Yandraken, I 
don't see what earthly difference it can make to you 
whom I marry, or when I marry." 

"Of course you are right. I had no business to say 
that." Then he leant forward and said, very mean- 
ingly : "But you know you might miss a better offer." 

"That is why mamma is only considering Diunbdale, 
M.P. But you are not living up to your reputation. 
Instead of amusing me you have led the conversation 
round to serious, almost unpleasant subjects." 

"That is because you ran round to try and get at 
the other side of me. Lady Kitty." 

A silence fell between them. They were like two 
players at a chessboard. Yandraken felt that he was 
progressing faster and farther than he meant to. The 
fire-game was not working out according to rule. It 
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gratified his vanity that Lady Kitty Poher, the beauty 
of the season, should be interested in hiniy and make 
him feel that it was his personality which inspired it. At 
the dance he had formed the opinion that she was flir- 
tatious, and that their affair would end in a laughing 
kiss and a shower of roses and bon-bons to show that 
it was appreciated. He had engineered several epi- 
sodes of the kind. He did not know that Lady Kitty 
was guided by unerring intuition in her unconscious 
efforts to lead him into deeper waters. He did know 
that she was unlike any other girl he had come in 
contact with, and Von Tarsenheim was not there to 
explain that his disconnected soul, on the same star as 
the girl's, was trying to reach him through hers. 

Lady Kitty had a daring candour, picked up from 
her mother, which was very telling. ^^I am beginning 
to think, Mr. Vandraken," she said, at last, *Hhat you 
can't sparkle on tea. It was champagne you scintil- 
lated on at the dance, wasn't it?" 

"I imagine it was your own mood. We were much 
more on the surface of things. You can't build up a 
waltz movement from every chord." 

"I tell you what !" said Kitty, sitting up straight on 
the sofa. "I am a champion fortune-teller. Let me 
read your hand." 

Vandraken would have liked to refuse. He had an 
idea that this was another attempt to get behind the 
mirror. But it would appear absurd to refuse to let a 
pretty girl hold his hand when she offered, and anyway, 
she probably knew nothing about palmistry. 

As a matter of fact, she didn't know much about the 
lines, but she was so highly intuitive that she got won- 
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derfully correct impressions from people's hands. The 
lines seemed to put her in touch with their magnetism. 

**What delicious hands P' thought Vandraken, as she 
took possession of his own. And they were very per- 
fect hands. It had taken centuries to make them. Many 
thousand toil-scarred hands had been used up in the 
process, and been buried, without knowing what they 
had been working for. But that is the way nature 
works. They cried out they had been wasted, but they 
were not; for here were the gossamer hands of Lady 
Kitty to show for it all. 

Vandraken thrilled to their magnetic warmth. They 
stirred within him the instinct of worship, which had 
never yet found an outlet for its hoarded strength. 

Lady Kitty gave an exclamation of surprise when 
she saw Yandraken's hands. "Why!" she said, **your 
hands are absolutely different from one another. If I 
had seen them poked through a screen, I would have 
said they belonged to different persons. Your left is 
quite an ordinary hand ; your right looks as though it 
had been through an earthquake and then been re- 
built.'' 

Vandraken's hands almost jerked themselves free 
from the pretty palmist's. 

"As I said before, you are a very baffling person, Mr. 
Vandraken. I can't make head or tail of you. If I 
had only seen your left, I should have described you 
as a very practical, business-like person, your heart 
so much governed by your head that it is of no impor- 
tance in your life. And selfish — I am afraid you are 
very selfish, and yet very generous. No ! — Slavish ; that 
is a better word. I do not think you would give away 
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anything that cost you anything to give. You would 
want something in return. Your business instinct is 
so strong that you would be miserable if you failed to 
get your money's worth. That is quite your strongest 
impulse, and it will injure you. You have brains, but 
you don*t use them for good. You are very material- 
istic and practical, so you will use your brains in an 
effort to get all there is to be got out of this life. You 
are ruthless in this. That is from your left hand. 
When I come to the right, I fed dazed. Were you ever 
hypnotised?'* 

"Y — ^yes,'* mumbled Vandraken, much disturbed. 

"You allowed yourself to be hypnotised, and some- 
thing happened to you which changed your life. Some- 
thing was taken away from you and something was 
given to you. Some trick was played on you while you 
were hypnotised. I don't know what it was — it all looks 
vague and blurred to me — but this I know: that your 
head no longer governs your heart, but you will go 
on thinking it does." Lady Kitty dropped his hand, 
and put hers up to her forehead. "I can't tell you 
any more — it gives me a headache. But I have a curi- 
ous feeling that you are not the same person I met at 
the ball. You did not need any help then — ^you do now. 
Something is pleading to be released, like a soul calling 
from a dungeon. I don't understand it !" She passed 
her hand across her forehead. 

"Do you know," she went on, "it is very curious, but 
there is something about you, something which I did 
not notice at first, which reminds me of someone I knew 
for a short time, about a year ago — someone I met 
at a commemoration at Oxford. He used to write 
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poetry to me. I don't think you could write poetry — 
could you, Mr. Yandraken?" 

**No. I can't write spring poetry, or talk like a 
tenor," answered the young man, rather brusquely. "At 
least, I hope not ; and I don't see why I remind you of 
some duffer who does that sort of thing." 

**Don't worry," laughed Kitty, "You are not a bit 
like him. Indeed, the first time I .met you, I should 
have said you were opposites ; but to-day something in 
your personality reminds me of his, particularly when 
I was looking at your hand." 

The man and the girl had been too engrossed in 
palmistry to notice Lady Donoyle standing by the door. 
She looked at them beamingly for a moment, and locked 
her hands together, leaving an opening between the 
thumbs ; then she threw a brilliant smile back over her 
shoulder to Lord Ancester, who was coming along be* 
hind — ^she had picked him up in the Park — and they 
both passed the door on the way to the drawing-room. 
Once in the room, they looked at one another. Lady Do- 
noyle triumphantly ; Lord Ancester shrugged his shoul- 
ders and looked depressed. Lady Donoyle smiled down 
on her locked hands, and held them out to the man. 
**Riviej" she said softly, "put your finger into the crow'a 
nest." 

Half an hour afterwards the two men left the house 
together. They walked in silence for a while. Lord 
Ancester cherishing an "I-told-you-so" expression. 

At last Yandraken said abruptly : "You were right, 
and I'm for Paris. I'm not susceptible — ^hang it all! 
I'm not susceptible, but if I had stayed much longer 
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alone with that girl I should have asked her to marry 
me," 

"And you didn't feel trorthy?*' said Lord Ancester, 
hopefully. "Muddy current mingling with clear stream 
— ^that sort of thing, eh? I know the feeling." After 
all, he reflected, the man has some conscience left, in 
spite of Von Tarsenheim. 

But Yandraken only looked pei^lexed. "Didn't feel 
worthy! Nothing of the kind! But I've got sense 
enough left not to be done out of my hurrah time.' 
I've mapped out my life, and I'm not going to change 
the programme." 

Silence fell again between the two men, till Yandra- 
ken went on, abruptly: "That girl doesn't play the 
game. She can't play with fire, because she is fire. I 
never felt the same with any other woman, Ancester. 
I felt as monks feel about the Madonna. What did you 
bring her into my life for? — after all the trouble and 
expense I've taken to see that my high old times throw 
no shadows! Suppose her face comes between me and 
my pleasures, what's the good of Abdul von Tarsenheim 
and his conscience extractor?" 

They were held up by a block of carriages near a 
florist's shop in Piccadilly. 

"Ah, my dear fellow," replied Ancester, sadly, "re- 
member what I told you about the brotherhood of the 
under-world. If that is the order you belong to, celi- 
bacy is one of its conditions. The double life is a mis- 
erable life — almost as bad as the simple life. Pick your 
world, and live in it ; but if you can get Yon Tarsen- 
heim to hypnotise you again, and put you where you 
were before, for God's sake do it ! Marry Lady Kitty 
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Poher, and use your money and your brains to restore 
society to its centre of gravity." 

The young man shook his head and turned away, 
as, two thousand years ago, another young man, who 
also had great riches, turned away sorrowfully from 
the gate of heaven. 

"In five years, Ancester — ^no, in three years. Give 
me three years of it. What's three years? But I 
mustn't see Lady Kitty any more — and yet, no one else 
shall marry her — do you hear?'* 

"Fm afraid you will find that rather hard to arrange, 
won't you?" 

"Hard ! Not in the least. Money can do anything, 
if you only know how to use it. But I mustn't see 
her any more. I must not even think of her any more* 
Paris — ^that is what will put this nonsense out of my 
head ; and if there is anything in that talk you put up 
about being my shadow, you will come with me. When 
we get tired of Paris, we'll work our way east by way 
of Vienna, Buda-Pesth, and Constantinople. Fll take out 
this sentimental susceptibility that's cropping up in 
me and drown it, like a yellow pup !" he ended, almost 
hysterically. Vandraken was an excitable youth. 

"How white those lilies are!" said Lord Ancester, 
calmly, nodding towards the florist's window. "They 
have some wonderful way of keeping unstained in all 
the grime of London. Have they also an Abdul von 
Tarsenheim?" 

. "They are just the thing to send to Lady Kitty.. 
Wait a minute, will you?" Vandraken hurried into the- 
shop. 

"Make all those lilies into a bunch," he ordered, "and 
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send them to this address." He wrote down Lady Kit- 
ty's address. His eye was caught by some crimson 
roses of great size. He took one in his hand and smelt 
its exotic perfume. *Tut this rose in the heart of that 
bunch of lilies," he ordered. "Oh, yes, and call a han- 
som. Let one of your people take them immediately." 

He was about to leave the shop when an idea occurred 
to him. "Repeat that order every day till further or- 
ders. You can easily keep informed of Lady Donoyle's 
address. Send your bills in to my London secretary, at 
the Ritz." 

"Lucky invisible soap is cheap," observed Lord An- 
cester, as they walked away. "I thought that shop- 
man's hands would have come off — ^he must have used 
s, ton. But white lilies, with a red rose in the heart 
•of them, coming every day to a girl from a man while 
he is working his way eastward, via Vienna, Buda-Pesth, 
;and Constantinople ! Abdul von Tarsenheim should have 
•a testimonial, Vandraken — ^he certainly should have a 
i:estimoniaL" 

When the two men had left the house Lady Donoyle 
went to her boudoir smoking-room. She found her 
daughter sitting on the sofa by the tea-table. In the 
ismall room, whose only note of colour was tarnished 
gold, the girl in the blue dress was set, as Vandraken 
had remarked, like a turquoise. Lady Donoyle had 
come gaily to the door; she had not changed since she 
came in from her drive, and in her softly-materialed 
dress — ^mauve, into which brown was artistically blend- 
ed — and a suggestion of veils and chiffons of the same 
^ints, looked wonderfully girlish. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 149 

Something in her daughter's pose arrested Lady Do- 
noyle at the door, and an expression of anxiety clouded 
over the gaiety of her face. , 

Lady Kitty was sitting in a tense attitude, her usu-^ 
ally limpid blue eyes were hazed and veiled by some 
spiritual fever, through the mists of which they seemed 
to be trying to penetrate to knowledge. 

The rustle of her mother's skirts made her look up. 
The hand which had been supporting her chin went out 
in an appeal to the elder woman. "I don't understand t 
— I don't understand!" she murmured. 

"What is it, dear?" asked her mother, coming for- 
ward and sitting down beside her. "What don't you 
understand?" 

**Why I should be drawn down into the life of a maa 
like Mr. Vandraken, knowing there is evil in it. It is 
as though I was being willed by some force stronger 
than myself to open a door behind which are terrible 
creatures, and release some whimpering thing which is 
locked up with them. I don't want to go to that door,„ 
and yet something in Mr, Vandraken is pleading to* 
something which is me, and yet is not me, to open it. 
I am drawn towards that man by invisible hands which 
are stronger than the fear which holds me back." 

Lady Donoyle looked troubled as she took her daugh-^ 
ter's hand. "You are trying to analyse the mystery of 
affinities, dear. You are trying to make blind destiny 
see. We are links in an endless chain, Kitty, and it is 
not given us to choose our fellow Unks. If the ham- 
mer blows hurt when the links are welded, it is only^ 
the links that feel ; the great chain is not influenced, it 
does not pause in its revolutions. But, dear me!" she 
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added, dropping her serious tone, '^how naughty of 
you, Kitty! You are actually making me talk sense, 
and I have sworn never to be sensible again ! I am get- 
ting too old to be serious. Laughter is the only weapon 
that you can fight fate with — it is like threatening 
Satan with the crucifix. Laugh with Mr. Vandraken, 
be pals with Mr. Vandraken, marry Mr. Vandraken, 
but, for goodness' sake, don't love Mr. Vandraken !" 

"But if it is my destiny? Oh, manmia, have you lived 
all these years without being able to answer one ques- 
tion? Are we stronger than our destiny.^ — ^are we?" 
She clasped her mother's hand desperately, as though 
she would wring the knowledge from her. 

"My dear child ! If you are driving down Piccadilly 
in a hansom, and another hansom runs into yours and 
locks wheels, you can't escape being tangled up with 
the other hansom, but you needn't fall in love with the 
man inside the hansom." 

Lady Kitty dropped her mother's hand, and made 
a despairing gesture. "You are too whimsical to be any 
use as a mother." 

"I am sorry you don't think I shine as a parent, 
Kitty, but I assure you I pass on to you exactly as 
much information about the heart of things as one 
generation ever does pass on to another, and that is 
just about — nothing. When is Mr, Vandraken coming 
to call again?" 

Before Kitty could answer, a footman entered, carry- 
ing an enormous bunch of white lilies, with one red rose 
in the centre. Lady Donoyle looked at the card which 
accompanied them. "From Mr. Vandraken, Kitty." 
Then she turned it over, and read on the back: "I 
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am off to Paris to-morrow with Lord Ancester, but the 
lilies will grow just the same. Don't turn them away." 
"Off to Paris, is he?" murmured Lady Donoyle. "That 
looks promising." 

"I wonder why he put a red rose in the middle of 
the lilies, manmia? What a wonderful perfume it has !" 

^^He is a curious mixture, that young man," answered 
Lady Donoyle, as she lit a Russian cigarette. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

Fabian Dake had left Von Tarsenheim's lodgings in 
a dazed condition, like a man who has not fully recov- 
ered from a narcotic. Before the operation he had 
planned what he would do if he survived it ; these plans 
he now instinctively carried out; otherwise he was in- 
capable of initiating action. 

He called a hansom, and miunbled the name of a hotel 
which he had always frequented in his prosperous days.. 
The cabman, with that unerring instinct, amounting to 
telepathy — ^which he shares with the telegraph clerk — 
for picking your true meaning from a chaos of sounds 
and scratches, drove Dare to the very hotel he wanted, 
where the bedroom and sitting-room he had been in th& 
habit of occupying when in town were at his service. 
It was one of those small, dingy, comfortable hotels, 
where the proprietor is not a limited company, but & 
human being like his guests, and the waiters are not 
labelled "Made in Germany." The proprietor had 
missed Mr. Dare lately, regretted to see he was not look- 
ing well — ^been overworking at college, no doubt. Fa- 
bian Dare made some incoherent reply. The man 
seemed to know him intimately, whereas he had no recol- 
lection of the man at all. He tried to think backwards, 
and ran up against a blank wall. Mumbling some words 
which he hoped were in keeping with what the hotel 
proprietor was saying, he was conducted to his room. 

152 
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He wanted to be left alone, to batter at that blank 
wall. It is a terrible feeling to suddenly realise that 
we have been deprived of our past, for of that is our 
personality, of that are we consciously created. The 
instinct to preserve it is the instinct of self-preservation 
at its strongest. In the brown-hued sitting-room, with 
his eyes fixed on the hanging prisms of the glass can- 
delabra which bedizened the white marble mantelpiece, 
Fabian Dare sat through that summer evening and 
fought for his past, clawing at the blank wall like a 
prisoner burrowing for freedom. 

He took out his roll of notes and counted them over 
and over, examining each one carefully, as though it 
would give him a clue. Against the chaos of his mind 
the sombre figure and mocking face of Abdul von Tar- 
eenheim looked out with the awful distinctness of a fiend 
invoked on a dark room. As the actual Von Tarsen- 
heim acceded, Fabian began to think of him as the devil, 
to whom he had sold himself — ^the notes as the price of 
his soul. Then he took out his diary. At first it only 
seemed like ^ note-book picked up in the street, the 
emotions recorded in it the emotions of a stranger. But 
in the end, with the help of the diary, his brain began 
to piece together the scattered mosaics into a pattern 
of his past. He remembered his life at Oxford, his 
desire to express all the thoughts and dreams which 
were fermenting in him through the medium of the pul- 
pit. Then the crashing around him of the world which 
had seemed so secure from his sheltered corner of it. 
Then the hard realities of the real world, the awful dis- 
covery that he could not of himself get a foothold on 
its slippery rocks. His diary guided him up to the 
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moment when he had entered the room with the glass 
case, and seen the man in the motor mask — ^the man who 
seemed to embody the oppressive forces which had 
dragged him to his doom. He remembered that he had 
been given a chance to escape, then a girl coming in 
whose eyes had pleaded with his that he should escape, 
but only had the contrary effect of chaining him to 
the money he had taken. She had represented something 
wonderful, something which would make ten thousand 
pounds and life worth owning. 

He remembered entering the glass case and a great 
darkness settling down on him, the darkness which was 
still there, like a fathomless chasm, across which he must 
look at his past. 

Then life beginning on this side of the chasm, with a 
feeling that he had wronged someone terribly. Why? 
— and why had he thrown himself on his knees at the 
feet of the girl for whom he had sold himself, only to 
find that she no longer had any meaning for him — ^that 
he had been, somehow, cheated of the real price of his 
soul? What had been done to him during those hours 
of darkness that made him feel such a stranger to him- 
self? His brain seemed to belong to him, but his per- 
sonality felt like a garment he had put on by mistake, 
a garment which nearly fitted him, but not quite. Puz- 
zling, puzzling, puzzling, his weary brain went to sleep. 

The unconscious cerebration which takes place in 
sleep had cleared his brain in the morning, making him 
see the necessity of forcing Von Tarsenheim to reveal 
the nature of the experiment which he had been made 
the subject of. 

Having taken the notes to his old bank, he drove on 
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to St. Martin's Street and rang the bell. An old woman 
answered it, and informed Fabian that the gent and his 
daughter had left the night before, and she did not 
know where they had gone to. His failure to buy their 
address for a sovereign, afterwards raised to five, con- 
vinced him that the old woman's regrets at being unable 
to furnish the information were genuine. 

He only discovered that they had taken very little 
baggage, and that the room containing the glass case 
was inaccessible — sealed up. It was an awful blow to 
the young man. He felt the shadow of an unknown 
terror creeping on him, the torture of intangible fear, 
which has more power to rend the nerves, to make hell 
seem a possibility, than any other earthly sensation. 
And he must live alone with it — ^he dared tell no one ! 

He walked very fast, trying to distance the gather- 
ing shadows, to escape from his thoughts. He had no 
idea where he was walking till he found himself among 
a converging stream of cabs heaped up with luggage, 
and recognised Euston Station. Then he knew where 
he was being guided to — Oxford! Yes, he would go 
back to the happy routine of University life, get or- 
dained, and, clad in the armour of a holy, ascetic Uf e, 
defy the powers to whom he had momentarily yielded 
himself. 

Oxford, with its many spires and churchly buildings, 
had a calming effect on Fabian's nerves. He felt that 
in the cloister of his old college he had found a sanc- 
tuary from which he could regard all the events which 
had happened since he left it as a bad dream. The 
Dean, with whom he had always been a favourite, 
smoothed all difficulties in the way of his taking up his 
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life where he had left off, cuid getting ready for his 
ordination. 

He went to sleep in Oxford that night feeling that 
the future could be faced, that he would soon get used 
to the strangeness of his personality, and that the dark 
chasm which had opened between his past and his pres- 
ent would close up. 

But next morning, as soon as he got out of bed, he 
wrote in his diary: 

"Now, at last, I know the meaning of the statement, 
^We are all miserable sinners,^ for Evil and I walked 
hand-in-hand last night. And it was more than a dream. 
In some way I have given powers of evil — ^frightful ma- 
terial abominations — access to me. *We are born in 
iniquity, and in sin did our mothers conceive us.' All 
true, for I know now that I can sin without sinning, 
feel soiled by grime which never touched' me. And yet, 
a dream as vivid as that is reality, and I was one of 
that crew, revelling, grovelling, and wallowing with the 
worst of them. Shall I ever know again what it means 
to have a peaceful conscience? Shall I ever again be 
free from remorse? If Christ, Who took upon Himself 
the sins of all the world, felt what I feel, that must have 
been the real crucifixion." 

Fabian Dare laid down his pen and looked across the 
table at a mirror hanging on the wall. Something he 
saw in it made him look more closely at himself. He 
passed his hand across his face, and looked again. Then, 
in a sudden frenzy, he picked up a boot and hurled it 
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at the reflection of his face. It disappeared with the 
shattered glass, and the young man threw himself on 
the bed, sobbing; for it was the morning after Van- 
draken had attended the last meeting of the DeTil-may- 
care Club. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Of the crowd of women who glitter in that slow pa- 
rade of four-wheeled life which flows Uke an exotic 
river through the Bois de Boulogne, there is always 
one to whom the other women render an imwilling hom- 
age of attention. It may take the form of impleas- 
ant remark, or envious remark, or frankly admiring re- 
mark — ^that is a detail; the point is, that on her last 
daring innovation in dress, millinery, or turnout, all 
eyes are focussed. Well-gloved hands gesticulate the 
story, shrugging shoulders receive it, plume nods to 
plume in confirmation of it: the story of how it was 
achieved, the daring of the strokes which carried her 
from the mud in the bed of the stream to its dazzling 
surface. 

^^But a little month ago a cab, a taximeter cab !" 

"Surely, only last month a little one-horse victoria P* 

"And then the second horse P* 

"And now the footman !" 

With each change of turnout another name is men- 
tioned. A richer man has outbid her former friend, 
till he, in turn, is outbid. 

This year, the woman at whom everyone looked was 
Veeda Venestra, sumamed the Cobra, because of her 
small, flat head and supernaturally black hair, brood- 
ing low on her forehead. She always wore a minute 
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hat, also flat, with a black ostrich plume, fitting close 
to her head, as nearly resembling, as millinery could 
make it, a cobra's head. Her eyes were narrow, but 
curiously glittering when the slow lids lifted. Her fea- 
tures were cut out of some dusky-white substance, in 
a blunted design. The only really beautiful thing about 
her was a perfectly-shaped mouth, the carmine of the 
lips owing nothing to art. 

The Venestra had first attracted attention by ap- 
pearing at Laxime's, d'Armenonville — ^wherever it was 
advisable to be seen, and always alone. No man ever 
shared her table, and no woman. She would sit, eating 
slowly, and looking mysteriously wicked at a vacant 
chair tilted against the table. Sometimes a smile which 
came from within would take possession of her face, 
and then she looked very wicked indeed. Black and 
yellow were always the prevailing notes in her dress, 
rubies were the jewels she affected, set out with just 
enough diamonds to make them show. 

Sometimes a man had been known to sit dowii ami- 
cably at her table. She would look at him across it 
with half -closed eyes, leaning her chin on the back of 
her hand, waiting for him to speak. Slowly the cur- 
tains of white skin and black lashes would roll up, till 
the man was gazing into her wide-open eyes — ^then he 
would start back, with the sound men make when the 
bath is much too hot or much too cold, stammer an 
apology, and get out of her line of vision; and over 
the eyes the curtain would fall again. 

An American who had, most jauntily, sat down oppo- 
site her, came away with a pale face, and declared he 
had looked right down into hell. And yet the men 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



160 THE SOUL OF CROESUS 

who had looked into Veeda Venestra's eyes were of a 
Idnd whom ordinary wickedness would attract as strong- 
ly as would Veeda's sinuous figure, which also carried 
out the suggestion of the snake. 

There had been discussions as to what quality it was 
in the Cobra which sent men shuddering from her table. 
The American excused his defeat on the groimds that 
she seemed to demand a higher standard of wickedness 
than he was prepared to supply. A Frenchman de- 
cided that it did not do for a woman to take vice too 
seriously; she must be prepared to pour out exactly 
the measure the man calls for, whether the vintage de- 
manded be vice or virtue. All decided that their sen- 
sations had been those of a man who has seen a veiled 
woman whom he thinks to be beautiful, has made love 
to her till he coaxes her to lift her veil, and then sees 
some horror of disfigurement. 

And yet, as far as anyone could prove to the con- 
trary, Veeda Venestra was a virtuous woman. Inves- 
tigation revealed the fact that no man had ever been 
seen to come or go from her little flat. Everywhere 
where women showed themselves she showed herself. It 
was certain that she would take afternoon tea at the 
Elys6e Palace, but she was never seen in the American 
bar. It was just as certain that she would be seen 
later driving up the Champs Elys^s in her own neat lit- 
tle victoria, to join in the stream in the Bois — always 
alone, and busy with her own thoughts. In the evening 
she might be the sole occupant of a box at the opera 
or the theatre. 

The more that curiosity and mystery gathered aroimd 
her, the greater grew her fame. During a brief space 
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she was one of the features of Paris, and to happen 
to select the same restaurant for supper was consid- 
ered a great piece of luck. Greatest luck of all if it 
was a night on which some unsophisticated man tried 
to scrape acquaintance with the Cobra. A hush would 
follow the misguided person up to her table, where 
there was always a second place laid and a chair tilted. 
The restaurant would look like the palace of the Sleep- 
ing Beauty ; food stopped half way to mouth, the wine- 
glass arrested on its road to the lips, waiters frozen 
into rigidity, dish in hand, till the amiable smile on 
the man's faee had given place to consternation, fol- 
lowed by the hasty retreat. Then once more the res- 
taurant would wake to life, and in the hum of conver- 
sation which followed you would hear these questions 
asked : 

"But what is her game? Who is she waiting for? 
Where did she come from? How long will she keep 
it up?" ^ 

One by one the questions were answered. An Ameri- 
can who had not been in Paris for years returned to 
his old haunts, wealthy, sun-dried, and weather-beaten. 
He happened to dine at d'Armenonville on a night when 
the mysterious woman sat alone at her table. 

"Who is she?" he demanded, excitedly, of his com- 
panion. "Who is that white-faced woman over there 
by herself?" 

"Ah!" replied the other man, "if one could answer 
that question one would solve an enigma which has been 
puzzling Paris for months. She dropped from the 
skies, or, what is more likely, bobbed up from below." 

"But I have seen her before — ^her face is familiar 
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to me! I have it! — Caracas. — the opera house! She 
was Carmen, and she danced a great deal better than 
she sang ; her movements were like a snake in a flower- 
bed. The feature of the entertainment which stamped 
it on my mind is this : She danced up to the tenor, while 
he was singing his prettiest, and stabbed him in the 
throat. He had been her lover. I'll never get it out of 
my ears, the way his song changed into a scream ; and 
the woman danced away from him mockingly, leaving 
the needle-like dagger in his throat. She danced tiU 
they arrested her. The tenor sat in a chair, bleeding 
like a stuck sheep, and as she was led out she threw 
the wickedest look back over her shoulder at him that 
I have seen on a human face. No, the tenor didn't die — 
no such luck, poor devil! — ^but he neyer tenored again. 
Arid the woman eloped to Cuba with the governor of 
the prison. Strange, how women like that gravitate 
to Paris, isn't it?" 

"Could you swear it is the same woman.'" asked his 
companion. 

"I could, but I won't. Who is putting up for her? 
She does herself well, and those diamonds cost more 
than a franc apiece." 

"That," replied his companion, "is another of the 
mysteries she manages to drape herself in. She moves 
among the cocottes, but she lives like a nun." And he 
gave his friend full details of the Cobra's solitary life. 

"Then where on earth does the money come from? 
She must have come to Paris via New York, and picked 
the bones of some old millionaire on the way." 

"The prevalent theory," replied the other man, as he 
sipped his Cordon Rouge, "seems to be that she is 
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financed by a Jew syndicate, given money enough to 
create the right atmosphere, and wait for the right man. 
Possibly some particular man is aimed at. The game 
she has played is almost too clever for a woman of her 
calibre to work out alone. What do you think?" 

The man from Caracas looked meditatively at Veeda 
Venestra. "The wisdom of the serpent, eh? She ought 
to have that. I have seen human sheep, and birds, and 
dogs, and cats — ^heaps of cats, from the tiger to the 
house-cat — but I never saw the human snake before. I 
should say that if the serpent has the Tiisdom it is 
credited with, that woman might invent and play such 
a game as this without any help from a Jew syndicate. 
I wish some chap would try and sit at her table to- 
night." 

At that moment Vandraken entered — alone. Every 
table was full, and he had neglected to secure one. The 
head-waiter, in spite of a crackly note the young man 
had given him, was desolate, but powerless. The young 
man*s eyes ranged roimd the tables till they fell on 
Veeda Venestra, sitting in lonely state. He drew the 
waiter's attention. 

At that table, now, there is room, if he was not mis- 
taken. The lady was of the demi-mondaine? He would 
pay for both dinners and much wine ; the arrangement 
could but result in mutual happiness. Possibly the 
head-waiter would present him, and facilitate the ar- 
rangement. 

The head-waiter looked at the young man's cherubic 
face, and had much difficulty to preserve his gravity. 
The Cobra would not have to open her eyes very wide 
to frighten this infant, he thought. 
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"That lady, Monsieur, is the mystery of Paris. She 
may be a demi-mondainet she may not — as to that, who 
could say? But she was not conventional, that was cer- 
tain. If she did not like the company of Monsieur, 
jshe could say so — always she had the two places laid. 
Why, if she want the whole table?" 

So Vandraken marched upon his fate, and in the res- 
taurant, as in the kitchen of the Sleeping Beauty, sus- 
pended animation held sway. 

As shuddering spectators watch a rabbit approach 
a snake at the Zoo, so the diners at d'Armenonville that 
night watched the pink-and-white youth, with the curi- 
ous red-brown eyes, draw near to the Cobra. 

The Cobra knew by the sudden hush that a rabbit 
was approaching, but she made no sign. With the dis- 
dainful calm which was her usual pose, she turned over 
the pages of the wine-list. If she betrayed any con- 
sciousness of the little drama at all, it was by one of 
the queer, sphinx-like smiles which quivered on her lips 
And eyes. 

When Vandraken had put his hand questioningly on 
the back of the tilted chair, not even knowing in what 
language to address the woman, she looked up from 
the wine-list, and her smile changed to one of chal- 
lenging, non-committal invitation. "I am not offended," 
it seemed to say, "but at your own peril. That chair 
is yours if you can sit in it. No affair of mine, I assure 
you." 

Vandraken drew back the tilted chair, and even the 
Tziganes held their sensuous waltz tune in the air. The 
young man cleared his throat as he took his seat, but 
before he could say anything his voice was beaten down 
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by the eyes of the woman opposite. He had the sen- 
sation of being looked at by hundreds of eyes behind 
a latticed screen. The Cobra sat in a relaxed attitude ; 
the pressure of her hand, supporting her chin, threw 
her head backwards ; the line of her forearm, from her 
wrist to the table, was the only tense, restrained stroke 
in the picture ; all the rest suggested abandon. A quiver 
of the woman's half-closed eyes made Vandraken con- 
scious of a change from scrutiny to a sensuous invita- 
tion to look at the vision she was xmveiling. 

Then, as the dark lashes lifted, she drew a deep 
breath, and the mobile body moved forward without dis- 
turbing the tense line of the head and forearm. The 
blinds on the windows of woman and man were up now, 
and the devil behind the man's eyes was not afraid of 
the swarming demons behind the woman's. Her lips 
parted to allow the pent-up breath to escape, the tense 
forearm relaxed, and the small hand fell towards Van- 
draken in a gesture of invitation; the lashes quivered 
across the eyes again into the sensuous curve, and a soft 
voice, with a pretty, foreign accent, said: "Monsieur 
wishes to dine with me — ^yes?" 

And from the time Vandraken had sat down, to the 
time when the bows fell with a triumphant crash on the 
violins of the Tziganes, and the dreamy waltz moved 
on, to the accompaniment of the clapping of many 
hands, there were only thirty seconds registered on the 
clock-tower over the gates of Hell. 

Vandraken, slightly shaken by the revelation of abso- 
lute wickedness and throbbing passions he had seen in 
the woman's eyes, and startled by the applause which 
had followed the invitation, did not reply at once. 
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And again the woman questioned: "Yes?" 

"It is very good of Madame to forgive my imperti- 
nence," stanmiered Vandraken, "but there was no other 
vacant chair, and I thought perhaps you would let me 
be the host." 

"But no," purred the woman, with a ravishing smile, 
**you — shall be — ^my guest — ^to-night." Veeda spoke 
slowly, except when she was angry. 

"Oh, no, really ! You — ^you must dine with me." 

"Monsieur must be my guest to-night," she repeated, 
with emphasis. "But you shall order the wine — ^yes, 
you may pay for the wine — ^nothing else." 

Vandraken leaned forward breathlessly. "When you 
said to-night — did you mean »-" 

Veeda laughed. "You go too fast. Monsieur. Let 
us see what wine you order," and she handed him the 
list. 

"Why did everyone applaud when I sat down, and 
why are they all rubber-necking now?" 

"Rubber-necking!" she repeated, in her pretty, for- 
eign drawl. "What is that?" 

"Turning their heads round to stare at us. Haven't 
they ever seen a man dine with a girl before?" 

"Oh, yes — ^but nevaire with this girl. They have seen 
the chair turned up, and they have seen the men take 
it, but accept the invitation? No! They sit down so 
jauntee, and then I look at them, so nicelee as I look at 
you — and pouff! — the man is gone, so red in the face, 
and such funnee noises in the throat! Six months I 
have lived in Paris, but I always dine alone — till to- 
night." 

"So they couldn't stand your eyes? They ran, eh? 
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I wonder why? Here's the wine I was looking for — 
Par fait Amour — and I see they have some of the Palace 
champagne. Or can you suggest anything different?" 

"Mais, non! They are the wines of kings! What 
would you?" 

Vandraken gave his order to the wine gargon while 
Veeda was arranging some addition to the dinner she 
had already ordered. 

"Just fancy running away from eyes like yours! 
What fools! What more could they want?" 

"Ah, Monsieur, it is not that they want more — it is 
that they do not want so much. The silly things ! They 
think they want to dine with a naughtee woman. All 
the time what they want is a good woman to make 
naughtee. Then they can say to her: This much 
naughtee you shall be, and this much good. With such 
men I feel fatigue — for of good I know nothing, and 
I will not pretend. If I tell them this they would 
not believe — so with my eyes I tell them. Then they 
believe. I am wickeder than they are — ^that makes them 
frightened. Oh, I am the most wicked woman in all the 
world !" And she laughed delightedly. 

"And what did you see in my eyes that pleased you?" 
asked Vandraken. 

"I see the man who has killed his conscience while 
he is young. I have seen old men without the conscience, 
but the young man who is not in fear of Monsieur the 
Devil is rare. Oh, they think they fear him not— till 
they see him naked behind these eyes. Tlien they fear* 
Are you rich?" she added, abruptly. 

"Then you don't know who I am?" asked Vandraken, 
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eagerly, for it was always a delight to him to be liked 
apart from his money. 

"But how should I know? I think you are stranger 
to Paris." 

"Why?" 

"Of all these people, no one knows you. How do 
you call yourself? I think I name you the Angel of 
Sin. You are pink and fluffy — all but the back of your 
eyes." 

"I am Standish Vandraken," announced the young 
man. But he was disappointed in his expectation of 
creating an impression. She had evidently never heard 
of him. "The multi-millionaire," he added. 

"Oh ! you are millionaire ! That is naice !" Her eyes 
sparkled. 

"I have a thousand million francs." 

"Monsieur is joking!" 

"No — really ! I am an American." 

"A thousand million francs ! WTiy, you can buy all 
the love in the world with that ! All the pleasure ! You 
can" — she dazzled him with her eyes again — "you can 
buy me — ^Veeda Venestra — ^me!" — she put her hand to 
her breast — "who have the secret of the Aztec" — she 
interrupted herself hastily — ^'^I mean, who know very 
many ways to pleasure. But I tell you this: with all 
your millions, you would not sit at my table but that 
your eyes were not afraid of mine." 

Said the man from South America to his companion : 
"The Cobra has mated. I think I am disappointed. I 
should have liked to see a man outstared by that woman, 
as you described it." 
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"And of all the men who have taken the vacant chair, 
that ^outh was the least likely — ^judging by appear- 
ances — to retain it. But perhaps he is the man she was 
waiting for all these months — the man the Jew syndi- 
cate aimed at. Anyway, you must own there was a 
thrill in that dramatic pause when we held our breaths 
and watched the battle of the eyes." 

The two men had finished their dinner, and the waiter 
brought the heaped-up cigar-boxes and the little 
liqueur-flagons: a pleasant moment for the man from 
South America, a moment which put the finishing touch 
to the sense of perfection he felt in his surroundings. 
Perfection of stage-setting : softened lights, enervating 
music, immaculately dressed men, subtly dressed women, 
each a throbbing note in the sex sonata which vibrated 
about him. And who so responsive to all this soft 
glitter as a man who had touched it and lost it, and 
through the paths of the wilderness won his way back 
to it again? He had a feeling, too, that men like him- 
self, who had trodden the wilderness, were entitled to 
the garden of perfection, for was it not the wealth they 
fought for in the wilderness which made the garden a 
possibility.? From every nugget of gold they pawed 
out of the earth a big shaving came to Paris. The 
jewels and aigrettes did not grow in her streets. Men 
like himself had to ransack the earth for them. It would 
take the toil of thousands of men during the day to 
produce what was consumed here in the night, in this 
one restaurant. 

While the man from South America selected his cigar, 
and pondered on these things, his companion was hold- 
ing a whispered conference with the waiter, nodding 
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towards the Cobra and the light-haired youth who sat 
at her table. 

"Yes," said the man from South America, continuing 
his thoughts aloud, "it is all very wonderful. I am 
surprised the world does not add the god of civiliza- 
tion to the deities it worships. I find a pocket of dirty 
clay and discoloured pebbles among the tangled creepers 
on a mountain side ; I wash the pebbles, and give them 
to the god of civilization, and behold! he gives me all 
this in exchange," and he made a gesture which in- 
cluded his cigar, his liqueur, and his surroundings. "It 
is wonderful!" 

"I will tell you something more wonderful. That 
light-haired youth who sits with the Cobra has not 
everi found the dirty gold pebbles on the mountain side. 
Civilization gives him all this free. That is young Van- 
draken, the richest young man in America — two hun- 
dred million dollars! No! — let us make it as regal as 
possible — a thouisand million francs! No wonder he 
conquered in the battle of the eyes ! I consider the Jew 
syndicate theory completely proved." 

"Circumstantial evidence," said the man from South 
America, puffing lazily at his perfect©. "But all .the 
same, I believe the Cobra found her mate. There was 
some quality in the young man himself which was essen- 
tial to her, as well as the money. There are legends in 
Central America of old temples where, thousands of 
years ago, strange religions, a kind of Venus-worship, 
were practised. There were high priestesses of these 
rites who were adepts in lost mysteries of sensuality. 
What suggested it to my mind was the emblem of the 
snake-woman, which was its symbol. Was the reUgion 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 171 

Imported into Egypt from America, or into America 
from Egypt? It is a very interesting problem. The 
traces are very faint. It came as the climax to a civili- 
zation, that is certain, and went down in the cataclysm 
which overwhelmed that civilization." 

"Ah !" said his companion, as he lit his cigar, "you 
have answered your own question about setting up a 
god of civilization. The world only worships immortal 
gods, and civilization is mortal. When it grows so large 
that it throws a shadow on the immortals, they push it 
over. That is why there is no god of civilization." 

"Perhaps — ^yes, I think you are right," he answered, 
rather absently. His gaze had wandered to Yeeda and 
her companion. *^Look at the movements of the little 
black head on the long neck, the quick, darting move- 
ments. You can almost imagine the flicker of the forked 
tongue, as she leans towards him." 

"But d propos of the ancient religion — ^what is your 
theory? Has she slept, coiled up under a ruined altar, 
all these thouscuids of years since the day she last cele- 
brated her mysterious rites? and has she now wriggled 
out from imder the monolith to revive those ancient 
mysteries — to preside at another climacteric of civili- 
zation ? Come, now ! Let us have your ideas." 

"Why confine oneself to a single theory for an un- 
answerable problem? When there is only a single re- 
ligion in the world it will mean that the problem of 
this world and the next has been solved. Till then, there 
will be many theories, many religions. Have some more 
chartreuse ?" 

"Thanks, I will. But tell me some of your theories 
to accoimt for the recrudescence of the snake-woman." 
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"Well, she may be a reincarnation of one of those 
priestesses — there's one theory. She may be simply a 
descendant of one of them — she certainly has Aztec 
blood in her — and some cells, handed down from gen- 
eration to generation, but always dormant until now, 
have been warmed to life by our exotic civilization. 

"That's another theory. Perhaps like causes create 
like effects, and civilization is reaching the same condi- 
tion of mind which prevailed at the time of her last 
climacteric. Our cry is for more, more, more — primi- 
tive sensations grow blimted with satiety, vast f ortimes 
like that young man's over there demand sensations in 
proportion to them. All creation has had the power of 
rubbing the lamp. What it has wished en masse has 
come to pass. Even the deer, wishing that his coat 
would be made to look like the leaves of the forest, has 
been given a dappled coat. The first protoplasm 
had its wishes granted, and, demanding more, more, 
more, became a man. The man, demanding more, more, 
more, was given all the wonders of civilization. Civili- 
zation has moved quickly of late. Vast fortunes have 
been heaped up. My theory is that you will see all 
manner of phenomena created, all kinds of inventions 
to meet the needs of the owners of these fortunes. The 
snake-woman has crept forth in answer to some such 
call, and has met her mate." 

"I envy his capacity," said the other man. "Look at 
those bottles of wine!" 

"With such wealth as that, and such a woman as 
that, there must still be a lack amounting to a tragedy." 

"What is that.?" 

The tanned face of the man from South America 
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looked sympathetically at the blonde face of the young 
man at the other table as he answered : "Physical limi- 
tationsy which the millionaire shares with the labourer. 
That chap can buy all the wine in Paris, but think of 
the head he will have in the morning !** 

^TTes; unless your theory works that all kinds of 
inventions will arise, to keep pace with the demands 
of wealth. Perhaps he has an antidote, at a guinea a 
drop." 

"Lucky man, if he has!" muttered the man from 
South America ; and he and his companion, having sat- 
isfied the addicione of a foot long, presented by the 
waiter, strolled out, looking back with deep interest at 
the absorbed couple with the many wine-bottles. 

The restaurant was nearly empty; one by one the 
tables were being deserted. Their occupants, as they 
went out, looked back at the Cobra and the youth with 
deep interest. It had become known that the latter was 
the American multi-millionaire about whom most of 
them had heard. It seemed a fitting climax to the 
Cobra's long fast, this glorified meal of deeply-gilded 
youth. The variety of possible denouements had fur- 
nished food for thought and material for conversation 
at many a table that night, and more than one demi- 
mondaine^ who thought she knew her business, had, met- 
aphorically, kicked herself imder the table when she 
realised the success which had crowned the Cobra's wiles. 

Yandraken looked roimd at the deserted tables and the 
inscrutable faces of the waiters. "Do you realise, my 
hostess, that we are almost the last? What is to be 
our next move.^ I quote your words, *I invite you to 
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be my guest to-night.' It is time that you made it 
clearer how much you meant by that invitation. I 
have fallen frightfully in love with your red lips." 

Veeda laughed her little crowing laugh, barely across 
the borderland of a smile. "But that is right; they 
were made to be loved, these red lips of mine." She 
leant across the table to him, chin on hand, in her 
favourite attitude. Her sleepy eyes were swooning into 
his. "How much you are in love with my lips?" 

Vandraken made a quick move towards her. The 
passion with which she inspired him was stronger than 
his sense of environment. The woman leant back in 
her chair and laughed again. "I did not ask you to 
show me how much. I only ask that you tell me, and 
that is quite different." 

Vandraken looked sulky. He was not used to being 
played with by women of her clftss. 

"I tell you what," said the Cobra, noticing the frown 
on the yoimg man's face. "You shall take me to the 
opera — ^it is Salome. How I love that music, that li- 
bretto ! It goes to the very earth, where the roots of 
passion feed on the exquisite pleasure of pain." 

"Salome !" grumbled the young man. "Why SalomeV* 
, "You will see," answered the Cobra, tensely. 
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It did not take Vandraken long to find a suitable 
house for Veeda. Nothing he had ever wanted had 
taken him long to obtain. Some men would have dis- 
trusted a fate which smiled with such suave persistence, 
but Vandraken had never contemplated any other state 
of existence as possible. 

Therefore, he took it as a matter of course that the 
first house-agent he applied to should have just that 
week been entrusted with the sale of the hotel of the 
Marquis de Variac. "A most sad affair," the agent 
told him, "indeed, tragic. Possibly Monsieur was fa- 
miliar with the cruel details? No! Well, then, Mon« 
sieur le Marquis, hearing of the great beauty of the 
American ladies, had made to that country a little ex- 
pedition. In New York they inquired much about his 
chateau, about his estates. This spirit of commerce 
was not pleasing to Monsieur. So he go to Chicago. 
There they ask not so many questions, and a widow of 
many millions, who have the social aspiration, she marry 
him, and they come to Paris to live, where Madame la 
Marquise build this wonderful palace I have the pleas- 
ure to submit. It was most imf ortunate Madame la 
Marquise had no beauty, no esprit. Monsieur, as is 
natural, seek the solace, the distraction. Madame have 
no knowledge of what is comme U faut, and seek the 
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Venuiac, the earth gods of the Aztecs. They had been 
handed down in her mother's family before Pizarro's 
day, she claimed. Her ancestresses had been high priest- 
esses of the mysteries connected with them, principally, 
as Vandraken gathered, cruel sacrifices. 

The Cobra was very cynical on the subject of her 
idols, and made no pretence at concealment. 

"Oh, yes," she used to say, when questioned on the 
subject. "I worship the gods of material pleasure. 
Why not? You are inconsistent, you civilised people. 
You are all worshipping my gods more and more every 
day, for to concentrate your thoughts is to worship. 
But I show you the faces of the gods you worship, and 
you cry, Tagan !' You are all kneeling down to the 
earth gods, but you do not know it. You have forgot- 
ten what worship is, you civilised people. To sit in 
church on Simdays, and think how you will spend the 
week, while a man, who knows you do not listen, reads 
and talks to you — that is not worship. The gods you 
adore during the week, they are your real gods, and you 
should not be afraid to look at their faces." 

Not that it was necessary for Veeda to make excuses 
for her paganism; religious people are not nearly as 
much down on pagans as they are on Christians who 
worship God in a different manner from themselves. 
Your Low Church parson has some hopes for the 
heathen, and certainly no more animosity than the deer- 
stalker has to the stag; but he feels that the Roman 
Catholic is hopelessly damned — and serve him right! 
The Roman Catholic reciprocates; and the Methodist 
and Baptist regard each other with scepticism mingled 
with disapproval, whUe they extend to the heathen a 
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good-natured toleration, and find excuses for his igno- 
rance. As to how the heathen regards the many-creeded 
Christian, he is too polite to say; but if he buys his 
beads wrapped up in copies of newspapers which have 
dealt with the dislike of one kind of Christian to have 
his children taught religion by the same kind of Chris- 
tian that teaches some other kind of Christian, he may 
be excused if he grows too finicky in his choice of teach- 
ers, and goes in for a good, sound, orthodox Mahom- 
medan or a consistent Buddhist. 

Lord Ancester had taken a violent dislike to the 
Cobra, and declared she gave him bad dreams; but he 
felt that Lady Kitty was saved from marrying his 
friend — for the Cobra would never uncoil from around 
Vandraken, and he would sink deeper and deeper into 
the mud of materialism and the slime of the under- 
world, till the world above lost all meaning for him. 
He was shocked to see how easily things happen to help 
a man downwards, how the forces which are operating 
in the direction of degeneration seem to be always on 
the alert to grant any reasonable wish which may tend 
to keep a man earth-bound, while the spiritual forces 
only whisper from the stars in faint, agonised voices, 
and are seldom ready with the lucky incident, the fortui- 
tous chance, to turn the tide in their direction. Here 
was a young man who had wished that for five years 
he could sin without limit. Immediately some wretched 
thing had prompted him to mention Von Tarsenheim. 
Von Tarsenheim having made limitless sin a possibility, 
the young man had come to Paris, and found a woman 
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who seemed to have been calmly waiting during several 
months for just such a victim. 

Lord Ancester tried to shut his eyes to what Van- 
draken's life with her must be — ^the awful degradation 
of it, its soul-soiling effect. For while Lord Ancester 
was a man without a creed or a religion, he firmly be- 
lieved that there was an imknown quantity connected 
with life, and a god or gods, a power or powers, who 
juggled with men in some great game — ^whose stakes 
were beyond men's little comprehensions. 

The world was clearly either an accident or a de- 
sign. If an accident, it could not have lasted so long 
without a smash ; if a design, there must be a designer — 
and why had he designed one kind of animal entirely 
beyond all the others, and different in life, if that ani- 
mal was to be equal in death? 

It seemed to him that the odds were all in favour of 
some sort of after-life ; and so he worried about Van- 
draken, and tried his best, but without effect, to neu- 
tralise the chain of consequences his idle words had 
launched into creation. 

He had not been able to come to Paris with Van- 
draken, but had followed a fortnight later, to find the 
Cobra in full possession, and the palace already the 
talk of Paris. Then, after staying a week, and finding 
he could do nothing, he had returned to keep an en- 
gagement to shoot in Scotland. It was one of those 
houses where the hostess paired her guests with a stud- 
ied indifference to the moral code; but as she was too 
slap-dash to keep closely in touch with the fickle amourt 
of all her friends, she sometimes confined in a remote 
Highland castle, in the same corridor, two souls with 
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but a single thought, and that thought how to see each 
other's face no more. 

Lord Ancester found that Lady Donoyle had, as 
usual, been assigned to him. They met in the corridor, 
,and laughed over it. 

"The fires of temptation again, Rivie !" laughed Lady 
Donoyle, on their way down to the drawing-room, 
through the endless stone passages. "It's funny that 
our hostess, who is the most fickle of women, credits 
the rest of us with such boimdless fidelity. This is the 
fifth year she has tried to lead us astray.*' 

"She could hardly be expected to know of that dreary 
habit which you call your morals, could she?" he an- 
swered. **I wonder how many of your friends give 
you credit for it? Turn to the left — that's the haunted 
corridor." 

"With hair like mine, and a husband like mine, you 
can't blame them if they guess wrong," replied the 
lady. 

"How is he?" growled Lord Ancester. "Broken his 
neck yet? Does he still imagine he is an angel?" 

"Oh, yes," she answered. "They have made a pair of 
wings for him now, and he is quite happy. His last 
idea is that he is the Angel Gabriel ; he blows a coaching- 
horn and flaps his wings. It would be comic if it wasn't 
tragic. You may smoke a cigarette with me in my 
sitting-room to-night, if you care to, Rivie ; usual rules 
and regulations, of course." 

At Cairloch Castle it was the custom that the shoot- 
ing party should not assemble in the smoking-room the 
night before the twelfth of August, so it was easy for 
Lord Ancester to accept Lady Donoyle's invitatipn. 
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Their rooms were in one of the old wings of the 
castle. Lady Donoyle's sitting-room had once been the 
state bedroom, and had a vaulted ceiling and a huge 
fireplace in which great logs were burning brightly. 
Lady Donoyle had got into a blue tea-gown, and was 
arranging a little table with decanters and a syphon 
as Ancester entered. 

There were no lights except two candles on the man- 
tel; their feeble flame and the wealth of glow from 
the wood fire only lit up one end of the great shadow- 
clad room. To Lord Ancester, entering at the darkened 
portion of the chamber, the woman with the glorious 
red-gold hair, bending so intimately among the decan- 
ters, seemed to be taking part in a play in which he was 
cast for the lover's part. 

There is nothing which makes a man yearn so greatly 
over a woman as the knowledge that she holds an answer 
to his passion under a wistful control. There is nothing 
he values so much as the knowledge of it ; there is noth- 
ing he so greatly longs to test as the strength of it. 

Lord Ancester was a man who had himself well in 
hand. He had reached a period when the subtleties 
of love are its greatest fascination ; but to-night some- 
thing whispered to the animal in him : "She has played 
with you long enough; now take her, crush her, and 
break her, and see what she is really made of." 

Lady Donoyle, looking up as he came out of the 
shadows, read something of the thought in a face whose 
usually tired look was replaced by the ardour she had 
conquered in him eight years ago. "Why that *once- 
aboard-the-lugger' look in your dear old face, my Riva- 
lon?" she asked, trying to laugh the impulse down, and 
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to hide her joy that the impulse was there. He meant 
to kiss her — ^he did not mean to talk about it. So he 
came forward into the firelight and tried to take her in 
his arms. 

**Be good, Rivie! — ^please be good, Rivie!*' she said, 
extending a bare arm and laying a hand, which slightly 
trembled, on his chest. ^^Remember the rules and regu- 
lations." 

'^Let me take you in my arms for one moment, dar- 
ling! I won't — ^I swear I won't — ^ask for anything 
more! Just let me know that you are real flesh and 
blood — ^let me kiss away that sad droop at the comer 
of your lips. What harm can there be in that?*' 

"If I was as strong as I would like to be,*' she an- 
swered — and the hand which held him away trembled 
perceptibly — **there would be no harm. I'm afraid of 
myself, Rivie — dreadfully afraid. There's something 
in me I must stand over, whip in hand. Fm sorry I 
didn't nm with you years ago — ^it would have heea 
different then. Help me, Rivie! Be a good chap, and 
go on helping me!" 

Lord Ancester's sense of chivalry responded to the 
real appeal in the woman's voice. His hc^nds, which 
had been clasped over her restraining fingers, dropped 
to his side. He put a hand up on the high mantel, and 
looked into the fire. 

"I say ! — ^I'm awfully sorry — ^I know I had no right — 
law of hospitality, and all that." 

"That's not true, Rivie," said Lady Donoyle, light- 
ing a cigarette. "You have every right, and you know 
it. You are here in my sitting-room, at midnight, by 
invitation. I love you, and you know I love you, as 
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much — as much as I hate my husband ! With a few in- 
terludes, you have given me the best years of your Ufe. 
The sword between us is forged of whims and pride 
and a sort of sporting instinct, and — ^yes, perhaps a 
fear of the pace I might go down hill, if I once started, 
and the knowledge that I should lose you on the way, 
Rivie. And yet, thin as that sword is, you know in 
your heart that we have grown to be proud of it, to 
love it, perhaps more than the love we would gain by 
snapping it. Let's have a drink, Rivie, and talk sense." 

Lord Ancester came forward and mixed himself a 
drink. **It's all true, dear, every word you say." He 
lifted his glass. ^^I drink to the sword, Adelaide — God 
bless it!" He drank, and put down his glass; then, 
looking up and catching a wistful, tender glance, try- 
ing to hide behind Lady Donoyle's cynical smile, he add- 
ed: "And God damn it!" 

"God bless you, anyway, old boy! Bless you for 
tempting me, and bless you for helping me to resist! 
I shall break my heart, Rivie, when you stop being a 
temptation. Sit down in that grandfather's chair," 
she said, pointing to an ancient, hemmed-in chair of 
dull leather and brass nails, and throwing her own self 
back in a modem wicker. 

"I promise, Adelaide. What is it?" 

"It's this: If the archangel in the limatic asylum 
should spread his wings and flap out of a window, or 
burst a blood-vessel, blowing his horn, and you still 
want me — ^will you take me to America, to one of those 
States where the bonds of matrimony are so deUght- 
fully fragile, and marry me, and love me, and divorce 
me?" 
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*'AI1 but the last, dear. Don't be ridiculous." 

"I may be a grandmother then. How is your friend, 
Mr. Vandraken?" 

"He is in Paris, on a frightful spree.'* 

"That's good," replied Lady Donoyle, in a tone of 
satisfaction. "The bigger the spree, the sooner he 
will get tired of it, and the stronger the reaction." 

"One shouldn't generalise. You may as well' give 
up all idea of Vandraken as a son-in-law. He is in the 
hands of a woman who won't let go in a hurry." 

"Oh, I don't know. Those women never get hold of 
the whole of a man, especially a yoimg man, any more 
than good women do. The other part is like the mur- 
dered body you try to hide in a box, in a nightmare — 
half of it pops out the minute your back is turned. 
Then you shove it in again, and turn around, and up 
it bobs again." 

"But I assure you," insisted Lord Ancester, "that 
Vandraken is an exception. He has divided off his life 
in sections — ^so many years for the lust of the flesh, so 
many years for the desire of the eye, and the rest for 
the pride of life." 

Lady Donoyle laughed. "And Destiny comes along 
and makes his plans into an omelette. He wouldn't be 
the first man who has challenged Fate and got laughed 
at and kicked all round creation for his cheek. As a 
matter of fact, he sends Kitty white lilies every mom- 
ing.'^ 

"Oh, Lord !— -how vile of him !" 

"Vile ! On the contrary, most poetic." 

"Poetic! To me they are like flowers grown in a 
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ccss-pool. But it 18 no use arguing with you — and he 
will never marry. Good-night, dear." 

"Grood-night, Rivie,'* whispered Lady Donoyle, going 
to the door with him> "and *good hunting all'— to-mor- 
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CHAPTER XVI 

HiSTOEY does not relate what was the business of the 
father of the Prodigal Son, but it is safe to assume 
that he was something in the nature of a financier, or 
that he had at least accumulated too large a propor- 
tion of the goods of the conmiunity in his own hands. 
Therefore, nature endowed him with a son capable of 
restoring part of those goods to the conmiunity by 
riotous living, which seems to be the swiftest method 
known to the guiding force, which moves in too large a 
way to attend to detail. In its grand manner, it sets 
the pendulum swinging from action to reaction, and 
forces the accumulator to beget the spendthrift, as 
chill begets fever. If men cry out at the method, the 
force reminds them that they must not swing the pen- 
dulum too hard. 

The life Yandraken was now living had raised a storm 
of execration in the minds of the American people ; but 
they should really have pitied him, for he was only an 
inevitable result; in fact, nature's effort to cure the 
disease of wealthomania. His income was so large that, 
do what he would, he could hardly keep up with it, and 
even then it was diverted from its proper channels, and 
only very slowly trickled back into its proper economic 
course. 

Yandraken was very ingenious, and quite picturesque, 
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in his methods. He became the sensation of the Pa- 
risian press and the idol of the people who float around 
on the surface of Parisian life. 

Every night he dined at some famous restaurant, and 
wherever he dined he bought that restaurant for the 
night, and ran it free. To know which restaurant it 
would be was, of course, impossible, but it gave an 
added zest to dining out, and increased the patronage 
of the restaurants enormously. If Yandraken and the 
Cobra went to supper at Laxime's, it was the same — 
everything free ; and if the company emptied the cellar, 
their host was only too delighted. For himself, there 
seemed to be no limit to his capacity for dissipation. 
Abinger, and one or two other members of the disbanded 
Devil-may-care Club, who had come over to Paris at 
his invitation, were now inhabiting inebriate asylums, 
while Yandraken, after months of the life, was the same 
fresh-faced youth as when he started. Everyone re- 
marked it with wonder and envy, and credited the Cobra 
with possession of wonderful secret antidotes, for she, 
also, though more abstemious than Yandraken, seemed to 
have a wonderful staying-power. It leaked out about 
her idols, and, had she desired, she might have estab- 
lished a regular cult of worship for the earth gods; 
but whenever it was suggested she only smiled enig- 
matically, and hinted that they were being worshipped 
and sacrificed to sufficiently already. 

It was not easy for the yellow journals of America 
to exaggerate the riotousness of Yandraken's life, but 
they did their best with the adjectives at their disposal 
and the never-failing cartoon. He was pictured as 
snatching thin purses from thinner wives of American 
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workmen and throwing them in an endless stream, to 
be scrambled for by the Parisian half -world. The pul- 
pit took him up, and demanded to know how long? how 
long? — ^made dark allusions to Jezebel and her circle, 
and forced church-goers to realise that by allowing 
such a state of affairs to continue they were sharers 
in the prodigal's riotous living, and must stand by his 
side at the day of judgment — or, as a comic supplement 
suggested, apropos of the prodigal, share his ^^veal and 
woe." The New York Economic Socialist printed arti- 
cle after article demanding to know how long people 
thought America could stand this constant drain. Here 
was absolute proof of the evils of trusts and the cen- 
tralization of wealth. Under the constant outpouring 
of denunciation from press and pulpit, the easy-going 
attitude of the American people, on which the trusts 
had relied, began to give way to menacing growls. The 
captains of industry began to get frightened, the mat- 
ter of Vandraken and his ways was discussed at a special 
meeting, and it was agreed that steps must be taken to 
end the situation. 

Vandraken had finished dSjeu/nery and was enjoying 
a cigar in the smoking-room of the palace, when a card 
was brought up to him. "Obed K. Bulpitt.'' On the 
back was written : "Letter of introduction from your 
uncle, Mr. Hesketh." 

Mr. Hesketh was his mother's half-brother, and Van- 
draken's hete noire^ but he did not see how he could get 
out of receiving the letter of introduction, so he in- 
structed the servant to show Mr. Bulpitt up. 

Mr. Bulpitt entered the room pufSng out his cheeks^ 
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for any physical exertion made him breathe hard. He 
plumped down into a straight-backed chair, and his legs 
were so used up in circumventing his tummy that they 
only reached the floor in a dejected, pigeon-toed fash- 
ion. He sat so much on revolving-chairs, in front of 
roller-topped desks, using his brains, that his head and 
the upper part of his body had developed at the expense 
of the lower part. 

Beginning life as clerk in a shoe-store, he exhibited 
such zeal that after a few years his aged employer took 
him into partnership ; then he worked up a pretext and 
threw the concern into the hands of a receiver, he being 
appointed receiver. In a few months he was able to 
put the business up for sale, and buy it in. He next 
organized all the shoe-stores of the town into a little 
trust, and built a factory, and that was the nucleus 
of the. United States Boot and Shoe Trust, wliich, com- 
bined with a leather trust, gave them a monopoly of 
the business. Bulpitt had organized it all, and was 
president. He had become great by dint of always get- 
ting angrier than the other man, and knowing whom 
to kick. But it was not by tact, but ruthless force, that 
he had broken through the crowd at the bottom of the 
ladder and reached the top, where there is always room 
— for those who can get there. However, he had a great 
reputation for always getting his own way and for 
the possession of dynamic force. 

Vandraken was much surprised to see Mr. Bulpitt 
deposit his ponderous form in a chair before going 
through the usual formulae of salutation. He regarded 
the big, puffing gentleman with curiosity mingled with 
the contempt of the thin for the fat. Bulpitt, on his 
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part, gazed fiercely at Vandraken through protruding 
eyeSy resting the backs of his hands on his wide-spread 
thighs. 

**What can I do for you to-night, Mr. Bulpitt?" said 
the young man, g^ally, wishing to put him at his 
ease. 

Mr. Bulpitt waved a heavy forefinger in a hypnotic 
gesture of command. *^Sit down, young man! Sit 
down right there!" and he indicated a chair in front of 
him. 

In his astonishment, Vandraken sat down. "You — 
you have a letter of introduction, I believe, Mr. Bui- 
pittP' 

The big man produced a letter from a wallet and 
reached it over to Vandraken, keeping a suspicious eye 
on him as he read it, and puffing at intervals. 

**This letter gives no reason for the introduction," 
said Vandraken, looking up from it. "What can I do 
for you?" 

**Come back to America with me!" replied Mr. Bul- 
pitt, abruptly, in his domineering voice. "Come back 
to where you belong. That's what I want with you, 
young man !" 

**Come back to America! What are you — ^a detec- 
tive?" 

"Detective nothing! I am president of the United 
States Boot and Shoe Corporation — ^what the papers 
call a captain of industry." 

*Xook here !" said the young man, beginning to lose 
his temper. "I wish you would get industrious minding 
your own business. I don't allow any man to take the 
tone with me you are taking." 
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Yandraken had, of course, met some of the great cap- 
tains of industry in New York, but they had all been 
of the suave, polished type. This was his first experi- 
ence of the self-made, rough-diamond kind, and he did 
not know how to take him. **I suppose my imcle sent 
you on this delicate mission?" he added. 

"No, sir," replied the big man, pompously. "I am 
a committee of one, representing the Society of Indus- 
trial Corporation Presidents. At a meeting of the So- 
ciety, held two weeks ago, it was unanimously decided 
that the life you are living is a menace to the existence 
of concentrated wealth. The American people are get- 
ting aroused — ^they are rearing up on their hind legs, 
and, if they start, something will give. I suppose, 
young man, you read the American papers?" 

"Read the papers !" answered Vandraken, scornfully. 
"Does a man read his own obituary notices?" 

"If you don't read the papers how can you know 
what you are doing? That makes you more dangerous 
even than we had figured on." Mr. Bulpitt made a note 
in a little book. "The long and the short of it is, that 
while your morals are no concern of ours, the effect of 
your morals is very much our concern." 

Vandraken opened his mouth as if to speak, but the 
big man silenced him with his fat forefinger. "You let 
me make my *spiel.' When I've finished, you'll be given 
an opportunity to say your little say." 

To Bulpitt and his type, all rich young men who did 
not work in offices were "dudes," and dudes were young 
men who had no force of character, and young men 
who had no force of character were best treated like 
children : given their orders, and told not to ask ques- 
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tions. Bulpitt had a son who had tried, Ineffectually, 
to be a dude, but Bulpitt rounded him up, and had him 
caged in an office. So he thought he knew how to han- 
dle Yandraken's case. ^*But when I've said my say, 
young man, I calculate there won't be much left to you 
to say.'' 

Vandraken lit a cigarette, to annoy his visitor. "Gro 
ahead, Mr. Bulpitt. You begin to interest me." 

The big man glared at him. "It's just this: the 
American people aren't really down on trusts and big 
fortunes ; they know well enough that the men who are 
making them are only themselves as they would like 
to be. We hired one of the biggest novelists of the 
day, a psychological expert he called himself, to figure 
out just how much the people would stand, and it comes 
to this: as long as we represent what he called the 
American spirit, it's all right. The peoples of the 
East, and the peoples of the West are kindred spirits, 
according to his report. The Oriental, he claims, don't 
mind the High-muck-a-muck and his Grand Vizier hav- 
ing all the wealth of the country, because any donkey- 
boy may become Vizier, and any donkey-boy's daughter 
may become the mother of the next High-muck-a-muck. 
'Tain't likely, but it's possible. Well, same way in 
America. It's all an elegant gamble, and what's a gam- 
ble without long shots and big odds? All we got to do, 
this novelist figured, was to let the people win just once 
in a while, like the confidence men do. That's why wc 
started off the Metal Trust with a labouring-man for 
president, at a salary of a million a year. We had to 
thank the novelist for that idea. I tell you, some of 
them novelists ain't such fools as I used to think. The 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SOUL OF CROESUS 198 

labouring-men craned their necks so hard looking up 
at that president, they ain't never looked down since. 

**Well, sir, we hired this novelist to make a report 
on you, and he says if we don't suppress you, the Amer- 
ican people will suppress us. *We,' he says, *are only 
the people themselves carried to extremes, but you are 
us carried to extremes, and at least one generation 
ahead of the game.' The American people ain't ready 
for you yet, and they see in you themselves as they 
may become if they don't take a tumble to themselves. 
And rather than come to that, they will save themselves 
by kicking over the machine that has ground you out." 
He puffed a little and got his breath again. ^^And 
that's why I've come to take you back to the U. S., 
and set you to work at the only game fit for a man — 
the game of dollar-making. You'll take to it easier than 
you think ; and if you buy the people a few buff-brick 
churches, with Sunday-school attachments, and a few 
pink-stone colleges to grind out divinity students for 
the same, it will make you square with the people who 
have started this howl. You may have to throw in a 
few libraries for those who don't go to church, but 
throw 'em in right^ — don't just give the site and the 
dedication-stone, and' leave the taxpayers to do the rest 
— that won't go any more. Give the whole dumed 
thing — ^books, building, and endowment fund. Buy a 
hell-for-leather race-horse, and pay the papers to ad- 
vertise it ; there's nothing so democratic as a good trot- 
ting horse. That will set you right with another section 
of the conmiunity. 

**0f course" — ^here he lowered his voice — *^we ain't 
going to ask you to specially alter your morals ; there's 
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nothing unreasonable about the American people. But 
there's a moral way of being immoral, and there's an 
immoral way of being immoral. It's the damned open- 
ness of your methods we object to. When a man has 
big wads of money, it naturally attracts women to tempt 
him a bit, and a busy man hardly has time to resist 
temptation." Mr. Bulpitt licked his lips, and his eyes 
watered. ^^As long as a man keeps a wife and family, 
and don't stint them in diamonds and sealskin — ^what 
if he does have a few friends in the localities where his 
business takes himP But you are devoting your life 
to this sort of business, and ain't making no decent con- 
cealment, except in your face. You look like an inno- 
cent cherub." Mr. Bulpitt glanced at Vandraken envi- 
ously. "I don't know how you manage it — but that 
ain't the point. The point is, you have got to come 
right back to the States with me and square yourself 
and us with the American people, before they do some- 
thing ugly." 

"Is that the end of your *spiel?' " asked Vandraken, 
calmly, "or are you merely pausing for breath?" Mr. 
Bulpitt was amusing. He looked at him indulgently. 

"Well! ain't it enough.?" replied the big man, in the 
tone of a lawyer who rests his case. 

"Quite ! But as you have finished, there is one ques- 
tion I would like to ask you. How do you propose to 
get me back to America?" 

Mr. Bulpitt began to swell up again. "You don't 
mean to say you think you can set up your little boy's- 
size will against the decisions of the Society of Indus- 
trial Corporation Presidents, represented by Obed K. 
Bulpitt, commonly called O. K. Bulpitt, because he nev- 
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er loses? If you think you can do that, you are badly 
mistaken, and the sooner you find it out the better. 
Why — damn it ! — ^weVe made the whole American nation 
dance to our music, and you needn't think you can 
stand out against us — not for a moment, young man — 
not for a moment, even if you have got your pa's money 
at your back! You want to know how we propose to 
make you come to time? Well, I'll tell you. We'll 
turn loose the billions we control against you, and we'll 
depreciate your investments till that two hundred mil- 
lions gets to look like a last year's five-dollar bill. We'll 
hang up the dividends on the stock of everything you 
are invested in. If you don't do as we want, we will 
smash you so fine that it won't matter to us whether 
you live in America or hell. We'll ^" 

But at this point Yandraken lost his temper. His 
dark eyes began to look red. He got up and stood in 
front of Mr. Bulpitt, very close to him, and held up his 
hand for silence. The big man threw liimself back 
in his chair, with his mouth open. 

"You want me to come back to America, do you? 
Well, I'll come, and you can tell this to your gang — 
that it will be a bad day for them when I do come. I 
have got about three years more of this razzle-dazzle 
life planned out, then I'm through with it for ever, and 
I can attend to your case. I'll fight you on the lines 
you have laid down, and I'll smash you ! I']] take that 
two hundred million dollars I got from the American 
people, and I'll use it in buying back America for them. 
My money can buy court decisions for the people as 
well as your money can buy it against them ; and sena- 
tors and congressmen — ^the pay being equal — ^they 
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would rather act on the square. I'll set up a meat busi- 
ness that won't care how low the price of meat is ; and 
I'll buy oil lands and build refineries, if we haven't found 
a substitute for kerosene by that time ; ctnd I won't for- 
get boots and shoes, Mr. Bulpitt. What's more, I 
won't be alone in the fight. When one man comes for- 
ward with two hundred millions as a nucleus, there will 
be plenty to help him. Those are the terms on which 
I will come back to America." 

Yandraken swung round and went to look out of the 
window, leaving Mr. Bulpitt aghast at the sacrilegious 
profanity of his remarks. 

Power is power, whether derived from the divine right 
of kings or the control of all the sources of life, and 
no flouted monarch in the days of absolutism could 
have felt more outraged than this footwear king. 

Vandraken hated losing his temper; he was quite 
calm when he turned back to Mr. Bulpitt. "I imagine," 
he said, politely, to that gentleman, who was snorting 
and shaking like a motor trying to start, "that there 
is nothing left to be said, and that this conference 
may be considered at an end." 

But Bulpitt had much talk still left in him. These 
noises he was making only indicated that it was surging 
to the surface. He lurched forward to his feet, shook 
his fist imder Vandraken's nose, and exploded: "Do 
you know who you're talking to? Do you know what 
you're up against? You fight the Associated Trusts! 
You — ^you pinhead dude! You'll come back to Amer- 
ica sooner than you think, and it will be in cold 
storage! We'll refer your case to the strong-arm 
department, my friend. If we let you rip, you'd be in 
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a funny house, with paresis, before three years — ^but 
the American people would do us dirt long before that. 
We'll deal with your executors." 

Vandraken started. "Assassination, eh? Hired as- 
sassination?" He faced his adversary excitedly. "I 
can play that game, too. I shall put a price on your 
head, Mr. Bulpitt, and go on raising that price till I 
get the damned thing. All I have got to do is to finance 
a brace of anarchists, and, if necessary, I can-^do the 
same for each of your accomplices. Fll buy the whole 
Mafia organisation and turn it loose on your Amalga- 
mated Society of Industrial Corporation Presidents, 
m get you first, though, Mr. Bulpitt ! I'll orphan that 
footwear trust!" 

The big man turned pale. It had not occurred to 
him that a dude would show fight. He had applied the 
time-honoured methods which had never failed before 
to crack the toughest nuts of opposition, but instead of 
submission, defiance and blood-curdling threats had re- 
sulted. Wholesale assassination of the greatest men 
in America was referred to as lightly as though they 
we^e Kentucky feudists, whose lives weren't worth any- 
thing; and he, the great O. K. Bulpitt, was to be put 
in the forefront of the battle ! A horrid f eeUng, as of 
a knife feeling its way through the folds of fat to some 
vital spot, gave him a goose-flesh sensation. He looked 
at Vandraken, as though to assure himself that the 
young man was only joking, and perceived that he 
seemed to be already lost in calculations, with a most 
bloodthirsty look in his queer brown eyes. He changed 
his tone completely. 

**Have you no feeling, Mr. Vandraken? Have you 
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got no conscience? I allow I shouldn't have said what 
I did say, but a man ain't used to opposition. Of 
course, about that strong-arm department, I was only 
joking, just as you were joking. You were joking 
about financing anarchists, and that?" 

^^Not in the least, Mr. Bulpitt. I hadn't thought of 
it till you made the suggestion, but I realise that wealth 
has its duties as well as its privileges, and I don't see 
to what better use I could put some of the wealth the 
American people lavish on me than exterminating men 
like you, Mr. Bulpitt." 

"But you're one of us, Mr. Yandraken, and your 
money was all made by our system. You oughtn't to 
go back on us — ^you really oughtn't!" The big man 
dropped his domineering tone, and spoke pleadingly, 
even tearfully. 

"That's where you are wrong," answered Yandraken, 
walking up and down the room. "I'm not one of you. 
I get a lot of money without working for it ; that, how- 
ever, is only a question of degree; thousands do the 
same on a smaller scale. But I don't use that money 
to fasten a system of business feudalism on the people 
against their wills. I'm satisfied with what I've got; 
but you chaps are money-hogs, that's what you are — 
money-hogs, and the people never will be able to satisfy 
you. Have I any conscience? No, I haven't; but I've 
got a certain amoimt of gratitude, and I am thankful 
for that strong-arm suggestion. I see my duty clear 
before me. If the American people once take to lynch- 
ing you chaps, as they always do in the end, when the 
law has been proved ineffective, they will go and lose 
their heads, strike blindly, and upset the milk- jug. 
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Whereas, if I attend to it, it will be done in a calm, 
business-like way. I may be a menace to you, but you 
Are certainly a menace to me and all other property 
owners. If the life I am leading stirs up the people 
to smash your system, and I lose three-quarters of my 
fortune, I'll still be able to rub along. Fm not spread 
all over creation on a ten per cent, margin, as you 
fellows are. And the way I feel now, Fd give three- 
quarters of my fortune to see you smashed. I don't 
know when anyone has rubbed me the wrong way as 
much as you have done, Mr. Bulpitt. They should have 
chosen someone more suave — ^not that it would have 
made any difference in my decision, but I wouldn't have 
had that strong-arm idea suggested to me. I believe 
bombs in your bedrom are the latest fads of the enter- 
prising anarchist. Good-afternoon, Mr. Bulpitt !" and 
he threw open the door. 

The imhappy footwear king passed out in a dazed 
condition, leaving on the floor a typewritten paper 
which had fallen from his wallet. 

Vandraken picked it up, and, seeing his own name 
on the outside, had no hesitation in reading it. He 
found it contained notes from the psychological au- 
thor's analysis of the effect of his character on the 
American people. One paragraph in particular attract- 
ed his attention : 

"The danger is not from the labouring people of the 
coimtry — ^they instinctively recognise that existence is 
all they can hope for. It is the wage of all nations, 
from the Indian ryot, at five cents a day, to the Ameri- 
can labourer at a dollar and a half. They each get the 
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existence to which they are accustomed^ and the Ameri- 
can labourer is no unhappier, on his bacon and beef- 
steak, than the ryot on his rice. As long as they get this 
existence, they will not revolt because Standish Van- 
draken is devoting his life and his money to unconcealed 
dissipation. It is nothing to them. They are the peo- 
ple to whom is transferred all the results of life which 
the classes above will not bear: the being grimy, the 
being maimed, the growing callous and brutalised. The 
classes above them get certain good things otit of life ; 
in fact, they are paid for their efforts in the currency 
of life instead of the currency of existence; they can 
afford to hire a class below them to have grimy faces,, 
that they may have clean faces; to be, in fact, their 
scapegoats. They never recognise their own grime on 
the faces of their scapegoats — ^it is too scattered for 
identification; so they do not recognise any part of 
themselves in a class they see as Uttle of as possible. 
Above them comes your class of great capitaUsts, the 
plutocrat class, who, in their turn, see as little of the 
middle class as possible. In your class, again, they 
cannot see the defects of their own lives reflected, be- 
cause again it is too much scattered. It is as though 
a man never saw himself reflected as a whole in one 
mirror, but fragments of himself in fragments of mir- 
rors, and, thus seeing, never realised there were smuts 
on his face. But imagine a state of affairs where a. 
man has invented a method of passing on to some other 
man all the defects of his life, so that he can look with 
a smile into any mirror, and then, after years of de- 
fective Hfe, unexpectedly meet his scapegoat, and see 
on that wrecked visage the reflection of his own grimy^ 
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80uL His impulse would be to stamp it out of existence 
— ^to break the mirror !" 



Yandraken let the paper flutter to the floor. 

"That's strange!" he muttered. "Here's a chap put- 
ting forward as a suppositious case the very thing I 
have done! These things must be in the air, vmless 
Von Tarsenheim has been in the habit of talking about 
his invention. Perhaps he has." He picked up the pa- 
per and continued reading : 

"The danger, then, to the existing social system of 
America is this: The great middle class, who are the 
real motive power of any country, may see themselves 
and the consequences of themselves reflected in Standish 
Yandraken — of course, frightfully exaggerated, and 
carried to extremes, even caricatured — ^as in a convex 
mirror, but still a mirror. It is this result of conscience 
which may start a reform wave, a fury of egophobia 
among the American people, which will sweep away 
everything in a mad rush to get back to the simple, 
wholesome atmosphere which is their real ideal." 

"That psychological author has certainly been mak- 
ing a study of me," muttered Yandraken. "As far as 
I can see, the life I am leading makes me a benefactor, 
a reformer, a species of Martin Luther. But that 
won't prevent Bulpitt & Co. from trying for my scalp, 
unless I get Bulpitt's first." 

He rang the bell and sent for Ben. That faithful 
detective was watching at the door of the palace, and 
had noticed Bulpitt go out. He was aware that he had 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



808 THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 

been calling on his master, therefore noted him thor- 
oughly. 

"Ah, Ben,'* said Vandraken to the detective, genially, 
'Hhat was a dangerous man you admitted just now. I 
was in terror of my life/' 

**Come, Mr. Vandraken, you must be joking! That 
was Mr. Bulpitt, the American footwear king." 

^^That king has sentenced me to death, Ben. He is 
going to have me assassinated because I won't go back 
to America and abandon my evil ways." 

"You will have your joke, won't you, Mr. Vandra- 
ken?" 

"But it's a fact, Ben ! He is going to turn my case 
over to the strong-arm department. You ought to 
know what that means." 

Ben nodded, and looked serious. 

"I told him I would put a price on his head. What 
price would you suggest? I had thought of getting 
you to arrange the matter with one of those anarchist 
societies. As head of a soulless corporation, they can 
condemn Bulpitt to death, and I would make a liberal 
contribution to the fvmds of the Society — say ten thou- 
sand pounds." 

"Lor% Mr. Vandraken, you must be joking!" 

"Joking be damned ! Fm serious, Ben. That chap, 
Bulpitt, will arrange for my demise if I don't arrange 
for his first. But if you don't think it's any business 
of yours, I'll get somebody else to look after it for 
me." 

"Oh, of course, if it's a case of your life against his, 
I'm bound to help you, sir ; but it do seem a little what 
you might call cold-blooded," answered the detective^ 
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sulkily. **Still, I know some of these anarchists — a lit- 
tle crowd that used to be in New Jersey — they'd be glad 
of the job. But they're a messy lot, these anarchists; 
they think nothing of blowing up a whole ship just to 
get one man." 

"I won't have that," said Vandraken. "The ten thou- 
sand will be contributed only in case they get Bulpitt 
without damaging whole families. You must insist on 
that, Ben. Why ! — ^hello, Ancester !" 

Lord Ancester had strolled into the room. 

"Just back from Scotland," he observed. 

"That'll do, Ben," said Vandraken. "You know what 
to do." 

"Yes, Mr. Vandraken. I'll see what I can do. Good- 
afternoon, sir. Good-afternoon, your lordship!" and 
the detective withdrew. 

"What's up, now?" asked Lord Ancester, and Van- 
draken told him, and explained his plans for Bulpitt's 
undoing. 

"You don't mean to say you are going to have the 
poor devil assassinated? You don't mean to say you 

are going to have his blood on your Oh, I forgot ! 

You haven't one! Well, on my conscience! I won't 
have it ! — do you hear? Dissipate day and night, if you 
must, but murder — that's going too far !" 

"Murder! WTiat rot! The man will get me, if I 
don't get him!" 

"That's it!" broke out Lord Ancester, contemptu- 
ously. "The old story! Each afraid the other will 
shoot first ! A coward panic — the impulse that causes 
half the shootings. Call off that bloodhound of yours ! 
Do you hear ! Send after him now !" 
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Yandraken rang the bell sulkily, and issued the neces- 
sary orders. The detective came back into the room. 

"Ben," said Lord Ancester, casually, "Mr. Vandra- 
ken has been telling me all about it. I have persuaded 
him to let Mr. Bulpitt off.'* 

Ben looked relieved. "Thank you, sir.** 

"Yes," added Yandraken. "You can drop that an- 
archist plan ; but go and interview Mr. Bulpitt, and let 
him know that at the first suspicion I have that any 
attempt is being made on me, I'll get him sure." 

"I think I can handle him all right. I'll make him 
see he is only living on sufferance — ^sort of ticket-o'- 
leave man." Ben withdrew again. 

"It's a good thing your conscience came back from 
London when it did, Yandraken," remarked Lord An- 
cester, stifling a jrawn. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

The old castle of Donoyle grows out of a wooded 
precipice, the green beauty of which is reflected, a hun- 
dred feet deep, in the fairest river of the south of Ire- 
land. The persistent ivy has scaled the ramparts which 
Cromwell could not take, and conspired with lichen to 
hide the ineffective breaches made by his cannon. A 
castle owing no debt of beauty to the skill of modern 
architects, but planned and built by a soldier race as 
their city of refuge, it had watched the tide of feudal 
wars storm by, and remained uncovered by the tides 
of English conquest. Turning greyer with every cen- 
tury, where the ivy could not reach, it had grown to 
look like a mass of boulders in a world of woods. 

•In a room of this castle, which overlooked the river. 
Lady Donoyle and her daughter were sitting at break- 
fast, one morning, about a year from the time Van- 
draken had made his party call. 

"Paddy, the post, is late again to-day,'* observed 
Lady Donoyle. 

"Yes," said Kitty. **And I wonder will his excuse be 
sitting up with the ailing pig, or meeting the white lady 
in Drumrooe Wood? Poor old dear! He ought to 
think of something new." 

"Talking about the post, Kitty, do you know that 
Dumbdale, M.P., has used it very much of late, in an 

206 
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effort to discover when you are going to marry him? 
Your attitude of optimistic evasion seems to poll on him. 
Nothing from Mr. Vandraken?*' 

**Nothing but the wonderful white lilies, with the red 
rose in the middle. I wish I knew what it meant," mused 
Lady Kitty, wistfully. 

"It is very poetical, dear. As the French general 
remarked, apropos of the charge of Balaclava, ^It is 
grand, but it is not war.' Of course, the flowers come 
in very handy in London, and keep down the florist's 
bills, but really, in the country, where flowers are so 
plentiful, they become monotonous. I think McCracken 
resents them as an imputation on his hothouses, and I 
cannot afford to lose McCracken. I should never be 
able to replace him at the price. We are getting harder 
up all the time. I know where money comes from, but 
I can't think where it goes to. Yes, Kitty, much as I 
dislike the idea of Mr. Dumbdale as a son-in-law, I am 
afraid you will have to put up with him as a husband. 
Ah! Here comes Richardson with the post!" 

She broke off, to Kitty's relief, as the butler entered 
with the salver heaped up with letters and papers. 

"The inevitable Times,*' said Lady Kitty. "It has 
got dull since the Japanese war and the book war 
stopped." 

"Only want of ammunition, Kitty. The book war 
may be amusing again, yet." 

"I wish it would ; but, thank goodness !" confessed 
Kitty, "I can always get my maid to smuggle up the 
Daily Tale from the housekeeper's room." 

"Ah !^ said Lady Donoyle, as she opened and glanced 
carelessly through the letters. "Fiction for fiction ; and 
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that accounts for the difficulty my maid has in getting 
hold of it. I'm afraid its ha'porth of picturesquely 
embroidered detail appeals to me more than the Hhrip- 
pence* worth of plain facts in its respectable rival. 
Why!— what's this? Why, Kitty! This is most ex- 
traordinary !" Lady Donoyle rose up from behind the 
coffee-pot in her excitement, holding in her hand a legal- 
looking letter. The cynical calm had forsaken her pale 
blue eyes. "My dear, it's like something out of a three- 
voliune novel !" 

"Whatever is it, mamma?" Kitty had never seen her 
mother so conquered by human emotion before. 

"It's from Tarrant & Rice, of Lincoln's Inn. They 
have been instructed by a client, who insists on remain- 
ing unknown, that in the event of your being unmar- 
ried one year from last July they' are to pay me twenty 
thousand pounds a year as long as you remain unmar- 
ried, and four hundred thousand pounds down should 
the same mysterious client die while you are still un- 
married !" 

"What can this mean, mamma? Who on earth " 

"It means many things, Kitty, dear," interrupted her 
mother. "One of them is that we need not keep poor 
Mr. Dumbdale in suspense any longer. As to who it is, 
we must respect the wishes of our unknown friend, and 
allow him to retain his incognito." 

"I don't like it, mamma ! I think we ought to refuse." 
"We ought to, Kitty, but we won't. High princi- 
ples and steam yachts are not within our means. The 
unknown seems to have foreseen your probable refusal, 
and has thrown the burden on to my conscience. Still, 
if you insist on marrying Mr. Dumbdale " 
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Lady Kitty went to the oriel window, and Icoked 
down on the clean, dark, peat-dyed river, hurrying 
along over a hundred feet below. She was fighting a 
revulsion of feeling which threatened to embroil her in 
a scene with her mother. She was trying to restrain her 
wings from battering against the bars of artificial con- 
ventions with which that mother had surrounded her. 
A sudden longing for a real mother, a real father, real 
household duties, real love, the solid earth, made all the 
too-accustomed splendour of her surroundings seem 
cheap and tawdry. Her mother, looking at the pose 
of her finely modelled shoulders, read her thoughts, and 
wisely changed the subject. When Kitty cried, as a 
child, her mother had proceeded on the assumption that 
she didn't like what she was thinking about, and given 
her something else to think of. She did the same now. 

** J have another rather interesting letter, Kitty, about 
the Donoyle chaplaincy. The Bishop of Cloyne has 
been asked by the Rev. Fabian Dare to endorse him for 
the appointment!" 

Kitty turned round from the window. *Tabian 
Dare !" she cried, in a startled voice. 

"Yes. Don't you remember, dear? He was intro- 
duced to us at Oxford the commemoration before last. 
Rather a nice boy. I took quite a fancy to him. It is 
so hard to get anybody worth while for these private 
chaplaincies. I suppose he remembered meeting me, and 
heard the chaplaincy was vacant. I think I may as 
well write to the Bishop and Mr. Dare to accept. One 
is always glad to do a kindness to nice boys. You 
thought he was a nice boy, didn't you, Kitty? Not of 
our world, of course." 
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"Don't have him, mamma P' 

"Why not? Why on earth not?" 

"I can't give any reason. I just have a feeling he 
wouldn't suit the place." She turned back to the win- 
dow again. 

"You are in a shocking mood this morning, Kitty, 
dear. Poor Mr. Dare ! I shall write to the Bishop that 
he may send him along." Lady Donoyle collected her 
letters and left the room. 

Kitty continued to look down on the swirl of water, 
which the capricious Irish sun had suddenly veiled in 
gloom. As she looked she shuddered in the recoil of a 
highly intuitive nature from the shadowy hand of des- 
tiny, whose clutch she felt closing on her. In the past 
she had vainly tried to analyse her feelings for Standish 
Vandraken, to account for the change from light- 
hearted camaraderie to a deeper feeling of soul entan- 
glement, which his prolonged absence had done nothing 
to dim. She had felt that she and Vandraken were two 
of three characters in a play ; that they had been alone 
on the stage together while a third character lurked in 
the wings, ready to come on. Then Vandraken had 
made his exit bodily, leaving his shadow behind on the 
stage, and that shadow and the mysterious third char- 
acter had become more and more mixed in her mind. 
Now the third character was about to make his entry, 
for it became clear to her that the mysterious third was 
Fabian Dare. 
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It is, on the whole, a merciful provision of nature 
that "custom stales" ; for if it limits our joys, it equally 
minimises our griefs. A cannon, fired near our beds, 
makes us jimip out of them, hair on end with conster- 
nation ; but after a few mornings it does not even waken 
us. Yes, we should really be thankful that our nerves 
can get tired. Fabian Dare was very thankful. 

That first morning, when he awoke at Oxford after 
a night of dreams, and saw something in his face which 
made him smash the mirror, seemed so unbearable that 
he only did not kill himself because he thought he was 
going to die. There were moments when he believed 
himself dead, and that the soul he had bartered was in 
some torture chamber, already tasting the second death. 
He had read of nothing in all Dante's Inferno which 
compared with the poignant anguish of that day. 

He could not help connecting his terrible experiences 
with Abdul von Tarsenheim, though he was utterly in 
the dark as to what that sombre being had done to him. 
He read every work he could get hold of which bore on 
the subject of possession by devils; there were many 
references to it in the Bible itself. He read mediaeval 
works, by monkish authors, about men who had made 
bargains with powers of darkness, and in them saw a 
ray of light, for even in such cases the church had 
sometimes intervened to cheat the devil of his due. 

210 
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When he felt he could bear life no more, and must 
kill himself, he was confronted by such awful possibili- 
ties that he knew he would rather face any life than 
pass through the gates of terror. But at last his tor- 
tured, tired nerves refused to carry any more messages, 
and he fell asleep. He had not dared to write in his 
diary that day. He knew he would have written words 
which, if read, would send him to an insane asylum, if, 
indeed, they did not whirl him away in a brain-storm 
which would never end. 

Abdul von Tarsenheim's devilish cunning had made 
no mistake in selecting his man. Of all the broken men 
he had watched, in their places of assembly, in Fabian 
Dare alone he had seen the look of race, the sporting 
blood which will fight a losing fight, the finely-tempered 
bit of steel which can be bent in two and spring back. 
With commoner clay to work on the operation would 
have failed. And it was to a tremendous fight that 
Fabian nerved himself. Temptations, such as no man 
had known before, assailed him ; and, what was worse, 
the delusion that he had yielded to them was often on 
the point of conquering, so accusingly would his con- 
science call to him. There was one temptation he knew 
he would never resist. When he met the man in the 
motor mask he would kill him. He would torture him, 
and extract the secret of the operation, then he would 
kill him. Von Tarsenheim he regarded as a devil, who 
could not be killed. Every day he began his diary with 
the words, "I must not grow morbid, or I shall lose 
the fight.'' 

The feeling that his personality did not fit him irri- 
tated him, as clothes they dislike irritate children. He 
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worked hard for his divinit j examinations ; he had much 
lost time to make up. His sense of humour, which went 
far to save him in those days, was often touched by the 
lectures he heard on the nature of sin, and he used to 
wonder what the harmless old lecturers, who had spent 
their sheltered lives in cloistered security, would say if 
they could look into his mind and see the visions of sin 
which were recorded there — ^the echoes of the life of 
Yandraken, the accusing faces and imploring hands of 
the yovmg girls offered up by that high priestess, the 
Cobra, on the altars of his carefully encouraged de- 
pravity. 

But he kept his knowledge to himself, and was duly 
ordained a clergyman. 

Something in his face had caused the Bishop to look 
at him curiously, and ask him if he was sure he had a 
vocation ; if he felt strong enough. And he had asked 
the Bishop whether to have resisted such temptations 
as had assailed no man before did not make him more 
fit than the untried, untempted youths who had gone 
up with him. And the Bishop looked at the intellectual, 
but, to his eyes, dissipated, face, and thought to him- 
self, "That young man will be either a disgrace to the 
Church, or a great preacher." 

The Donoyle chaplaincy had been founded by an 
ancestor of the family two hundred years before, and 
the maintenance of a chaplain to conduct services in 
the chapel of the castle was an act of compulsory virtue 
entailed by the ownership of the estates. The post ap- 
pealed to Fabian because it was in Ireland, in the coun- 
try, and offered the only means of escape from being a 
curate. Also, it was not far away from a town where 
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there was a large church, in which he would occasionally 
be allowed to preach. 

Fabian's Irish blood revelled in the Irish atmosphere 
for the first time. The scenery awoke his poet's soul 
to rapture, and helped his tortured nerves to bear their 
burden. 

Looking out of the window of his study, in the little 
house in the park, he gazed on a range of violet-hued 
mountains, from whose lap fell a wooded glen, a river 
of foliage winding down, mile after mile, to the river 
itself, disclosing in its last bend a mountain torrent 
overcoming the last obstacles of moss-grown rocks in 
an effort to reach the great stream which would bear 
it to the sea. 

"What is this atmosphere," he confided to his diary, 
^Vhich seems sacred to the south of Ireland? It is not 
mist of fog, nor haze of heat, but some strange breath 
of mystery, which softens and idealises all it touches. 
Perhaps it is the breath of the fairies, whose presence 
the dear, delightful peasants seem to feel all about them. 
Has the landscape been dipped in an ocean of melted 
opals? For mountains, fields, and woods, all seem to 
be dripping with a dew of liquid gems. It is my true 
environment, and in it I shall win — I shall win !" 
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CHAPTER XIX 

Lady Donotle was quite satisfied in her choice of a 
chaplain. She was talking about him to her daughter 
one Sunday, at luncheon, about three months after his 
arrival at the castle. 

"Do you know, Kitty,*' she observed, using an Ameri- 
can expression which she had recently got hold of, 
^^that young man is the real thing in chaplains. I am 
beginning to be worried. I am afraid those sermons of 
his may make me see the error of my ways.** 

"He has a wonderful voice," assented Lady Kitty. 
"It would be impossible not to listen to it, and yet one 
can't help f eehng a terrible note of tragedy in all he 
says, and the way he says it." 

"He is the first parscm, my dear, who ever painted 
Heaven in such attractive colours that I can contem- 
plate it with equanimity. I used to feel that I would 
rather play bridge down below than a harp up above; 
but Mr. Dare's unorthodox pictures of a future life 
are slowly reconciling me to an eternity of bridgeless- 
ness. The man's a poet." 

"Yes," answered Lady Kitty, earnestly, ignoring the 
light note in her mother's voice, "but it is not the tri- 
umphant guide who speaks, showing us the wonderful 
country he has discovered, but a lost soul, warning us 
away from some other country he has wandered into. 



814 
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How he has changed since I first met him ! He was the 
most Eght-hearted of boys then." 

"Well, he does look as if he had been going it a bit,'' 
murmured Lady Donoyle. 

"Oh, mamma ! I didn't mean that he was dissipated ! 
One oughtn't to say such things about " 

"The artistic temperament covers a multitude of sins, 
ray dear ; and really, Kitty, if a man must preach to me 
about my sins, I like to feel that he knows what he is 
talking about. That dear Mr. Strayne, over at Clon- 
boyne, with all his earnestness, and his tragic belief in 
the certainty of a real hell, with real flames, and his face 
of a tortured saint, always impressed me as amateurish. 
He is not convincing." 

Lady Kitty had been thinking deeply. "Of course, 
Mr. Dare hunts, shoots, and plays games, buttons his 
collar in front, and does not seem to be a clergyman 
at all on week-days, but, some way, I can't believe he 
leads a dissipated life." Yet she looked troubled as she 
said it. 

"WeU, as you haven't got to marry the man, and as 
he is clever enough not to be found out, I am not going 
to worry about Mr. Dare's morals. He seems to have 
money of his own, or he couldn't afford to keep a hunter. 
One of the imappropriated beauties in the neighbour- 
hood will marry him, and all will be well. Personally, 
I shall be sorry when he marries. It is no end of a 
convenience to have a yoimg man on the premises that 
one can ask to dinner at the last moment, and who 
doesn't slang you afterwards for sending him in with 
anyone. Do you know. Lady Runington quite fell in 
love with him last week — ^thought he was a distinguished 
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actor, and started a flirtation. I don't know what the 
woman said to him, but I thought Mr. Dare was going 
to leave the table. You ought to have seen her face 
when I told her the yoimg man was a parson." 

**I can't imagine why you have a woman like Lady 
Runington to stay at Donoyle. She looks like an adver- 
tisement for a beauty parlour." 

"Why.? Oh, because she cheats at bridge, Kitty." 

"What a reason !" 

"Well, you see, dear, there were three other very nice 
people staying in the house — ^I won't tell you which. I 
foimd they all cheated, so I got Lady Runington to 
make up a fourth, and always made them play together. 
They rooked one another horribly, but it was the same 
for all." 

"I thought the way she tried to flirt with Mr. Dare 
was perfectly scandalous!" said Lady Kitty, flushing 
so imperceptibly that her mother, who was busy with 
a peach, failed to notice it. "Even after she knew he 
was a clergyman, I overheard her saying to Mrs. Ash- 
ton, *I'd leave my happy home for him.' I believe it's 
one of those Americanisms you are so fond of, mamma.'* 

"It's quite expressive enough to be one," answered 
her mother, getting up from the table. "What are you 
going to do this afternoon, dear?" 

"I thinly — I'll go for a long walk," replied Lady 
Kitty, rather hesitatingly. 

"What energy !" yawned Lady Donoyle ; but she did 
not know that the walk was to be walked with Fabian 
Dare. 

Lady Donoyle, secure in her belief that the young 
chaplain was not of their world, had not troubled to 
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notice that her daughter was thrown a good deal into 
his society. 

Fabian Dare's personality, and its efFect od her, had 
been a great puzzle to the girl from the start. Instead 
of conflicting with her feeling for Vandraken, it seemed 
to harmonize with it. The day the millionaire had 
called, her sentiment about the young poet had, as she 
thought, sung its swan song. Then Vandraken had 
come, and she had felt towards him all that she had 
ever felt towards Dare, and much more, because to the 
spiritual attraction of Dare he had added a certain 
physical magnetism which rounded out the complete sex 
attraction. Now, after a year, meeting Dare again, she 
felt in him that same magnetic attraction, while the 
mysterious spiritual affinity still remained stronger than 
ever. She could not fail to note the change in his ap- 
pearance, but it had not reached a point where it seri- 
ously detracted. He simply looked older, more material 
— a man of the world who had seen the many sides 
of it. She had not moved in a milieu of saints, and 
though the record of a depraved life was being gradu- 
ally written on Fabian's face, it had to battle with a 
life of pure asceticism. Moreover, on a blank page 
planned to be filled with a story of lofty ideals lived 
out to their logical conclusion, the story of Vandraken's 
life was written more slowly than it would have been 
penned on a face of coarser clay. It was a very inter- 
esting, attractive face, in spite of the suggestion of 
dissipation which was only just beginning to coarsen 
it : clean-shaven, oval in contour, hair waving back from 
a high, intellectual forehead, eyes deep set and dreamy 
by nature, but beginning to show the effects of torment 
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and conflict; a finely-modelled mouth, showing signs of 
deterioration. He had all the shyness of highly-strung 
natures, but the poetry and mystery in his expression, 
which was almost feminine, was negatived by a well- 
developed, athletic figure. 

Lady Kitty, who found young men very scarce about 
Donoyle, had been unable to resist being what she called 
kind to the poor young man. Some people would have 
called it flirting; but, as Lady Kitty told herself, of 
course he will understand from the beginning that noth- 
ing can ever come of it, and so he won't do or think 
anything foolish. Therefore, she argued, it is quite 
safe for me to be kind to him and allow him to read me 
his poetry, and show him the most beautiful walks, and 
let him row me on the river. She further excused her- 
self on the groimd that she simply must solve the puz- 
zle as to whether it was Vandraken she liked in Dare, or 
Dare in Vandraken. She never used the name love even 
to herself, which is the masquerading way of Western 
women ; whereas, in the East, they veil their faces and 
let their souls go naked and unashamed. 

On this particular Sunday the excuse Kitty made to 
herself was that she wanted to ask him about the ser- 
mon ; so she took him for a walk along a terraced path 
that ran through the forest, by the side of the river. 

The mere fact that they walked so long in silence, 
without noticing it, should have warned them that 
among the dappled simshine of the autumn woods they 
walked on dangerous ground. Of course, it was the gii^ 
who broke the silence. 

"I wish you wouldn't preach such sad sermons, Mr. 
Dare. It was very beautiful, but surely life is not 80 
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full of trouble as all that ; and I wish — I wish you would 
not look at me so much when you are preaching. Why 
do you look at me so much?'' She looked up at him as 
she asked, her royal-blue eyes full of other questions. 

Fabian breathed a little hard, summoning all his 
forces of self-control to the help of essential reticence. 
She could read what she liked in his longing eyes, but 
his pawned soul should not cry aloud. They had come 
to a fallen tree, which faced an opening in the forest, 
an opening made to clear a view of absolute perfection. 
On the right the forest was unbroken, except by the 
grey towers of the castle, nearly a mile away. Far 
below them was the river, with the autumnal woods of 
the left bank reflected in its mirror-like depths, till the 
woods swept away from the river, following the line 
of hill^, and gave place to the green of the fields undu- 
lating upwards to the everlasting mountains — a world 
of violet and mauve, brooding in mystery over the lesser 
landscape. 

Moved by a common impulse, they sat down on the 
fallen tree. "I don't think I knew I was looking at 
you," he answered. "I only knew I was thinking of 
you as I tried to describe Heaven. It is the existence 
of perfect beings on this earth which makes perfection 
a certainty somewhere in the universe. You know, I 
don't prepare my sermons, and I hardly remember what 
I say, but if I preached a beautiful sermon you were 
the text ; and if it was sad, it was because I shall always 
have the faculty of understanding perfection, but never 
the joy of possessing it — ^neither in this world or the 
next." 

"What makes you say that?" she answered softly. 
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**Why should your soul not know perfection, since it 
18 in tune with it, and desires it so greatly? But per- 
haps it is better to know it, and never have it, than 
to have it and never know it, as so many people do.*' 

"My soul !" he answered bitterly. "Your lips, Lady 
Kitty, are too exquisite to mention such a thing as my 
soul. You said just now that life could not be so fuU 
of trouble as my sermon suggested, but you don't know 
life, Lady Kitty. You have lived in a walled garden, 
sheltered from the storms of existence. Never stir out 
from the shelter of your perfumed garden, for life out- 
side is full of horrible traps, and only the strong can 
escape them." 

"How morbid you poetical people are !" Lady Kitty 
had almost reached out a sympathising hand, when she 
remembered what her mother had said about his dis- 
sipated look. She slightly drew away, and added, rather 
coldly: "I assure you, I could go outside my walled 
garden without stepping into mud puddles. One can 
always resist temptation." 

"Yes — ^the ordinary temptations of the world; the 
every-day sins we are warned against in the nursery 
and at church. But there are awful powers of evil, un- 
heard of, undreamed of." He hid his face in his hands, 
then looked up at her imploringly, muttering tensely, 
between half -closed teeth: "I don't care so much what 
others think, but no matter what people say, you must 
believe in me !" 

"I want to, Fabian!" And this time she did reach 
out her hand and lay it on his arm. "You can't think 
how I want to. If I once believed that all the beautiful 
thoughts you have created in your sermons and poems 
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could come from out of the mud, I would lose my faith 
in the stars — and yet you spoke of your own soul with 
horror. I don't understand — ^I don't understand. Why 
can't you tell me what is on your mind.?" 

"Because I don't imderstand myself, except that I 
am in someone's power. I can't tell you any more." 

"You are morbid. As I said before, you are morbid, 
Fa — ^I mean Mr. Dare. I am sure it is nothing but 
too much self-analysis, too much introspection. If you 
don't give it up I will stop being friends with you — so 
there! To change the subject" — she got up from the 
fallen tree — "are you cub-hunting at Glenbeg to-mor- 
row? Because if you are, we might ride over to the 
meet together. I am walking back to the castle alone. 
Good-bye!" And she moved swiftly away through the 
forest path, leaving Fabian Dare alone with his 
thoughts. 
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CHAPTER XX 

It takes youth so long to discover that vice never 
fulfils its promises. After more than a year Vandraken 
was still throwing the dice with shame, hoping and be- 
lieving that the next feverish throw would make the 
game seem worth playing. Not that he ever admitted 
to Lord Ancester, or even to himself, that the life he 
was leading was not aU his fancy had painted it. The 
Only proof that he was being cheated lay in the fact 
that he demanded more and more, so that even the inge- 
nuity of his pander and mistress, the Cobra, could not 
always keep pace with his demand for new phases of 
Saturnalia. 

The history of Greece and Rome had been ransacked 
for descriptions of the orgies which had marked the 
end of their greatness. The mysteries of an ancient 
religion of demonology had contributed their quota, and 
yet in the back of his brain Vandraken knew that he was 
not getting his two hundred million dollars* worth. 

Lord Ancester had made vain attempts to persuade 
him to abandon his life and his companions. The re- 
sults of his idle suggestion filled him more and more 
with horror. He realised what it means for a man to 
be without a conscience or any moral sense ; how mean- 
ingless ethics become to him. Vandraken's fresh, un- 
sullied face nauseated him more than the coarsened, dis-^ 
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sipated faces of the men who flocked around him. He 
had even had to restrain an impulse to kill him, and 
so stop the endless chain of evil consequences, the sac- 
rifices of young lives. 

"If you don't give up all this, Vandraken," he told 
him, one day, "I will find a way to make you. What 
do you suppose the life of that other poor devil must 
be?'' 

"That's the only mistake I made," laughed Vandra- 
ken. "I ought to have kept track of that young man. 
It would have been so funny to have a look at him occa- 
sionally. He must be a sight by now! But how do 
you propose to reform me, old chap? Give you full 
leave, if you can." 

"Make Von Tarsenheim get you back your conscience*^ 
He hypnotised you — so he can imhypnotise you." 

•*I'd like to see you tackle old Abdul. You won*t get 
much change out of him," replied Vandraken, with con- 
viction. "I'll give you his address, though, if you like*^ 
I heard from him the other day. He has nearly per- 
fected his invention for guaranteeing the human race 
against immortality. Wants to know how much I'll 
pay to avoid the consequences of this life by dodging 
the next; but as I don't believe in any next, I'm not 
investing. Now you believe in souls, and all that sort 
of thing, Ancester, and as you seem worried about 
yours, I'll stand you the dentist's bill if you'd like it 
extracted." 

"I don't believe Von Tarsenheim will ever be allowed 
to use that invention. We microbes down here are not 
worth bothering with very much as long as we remain 
microbesi but when we get to interfering too much with 
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the plans of the gods they take the trouble to smash 
us, as we smash a fly that won't stop buzzing. What's 
the brute's address?*' 

*^He has bought an old castle in Ireland. He says 
his machine is more sensitive to vibrations there than 
in any other atmosphere. Ballyshannon, near Clon- 
boyne. It's a ruin, but he has patched it up. Just 
the place to pow-wow with the devil, I expect. He has 
Anglicised his name now — calls himself A. Tesenham." 

*^I know the place. It's miles up a glen. I have often 
shot woodcock tliere — about six miles from Donoyle 
Castle." 

**Why, that's where Lady Kitty lives!" said Van- 
draken. "She hasn't married yet. I told you she would 
wait for me." 

"She has probably forgotten your existence, but I 
will find that out when I go to call on A. Tesenham, 
Esq." 

Von Tarsenheim had more than one object in view 
when he bought the ruined castle of Ballyshannon. Be- 
sides the remoteness of the spot, and the sympathetic 
atmosphere, the inventor wanted to trace in Fabian 
Dare the result of the hypnotic operation, and gloat 
over the success of the invention. He had never al- 
lowed himself to lose trace of his young victim, and 
several times, unknown to Fabian, he had watched his 
face for the development of the inevitable record. To 
this chemist of souls, the young man was no more than 
is a microbe under the microscope, a guinea-pig imder 
the surgeon's knife, or the blending of some new com- 
bination of chemicals, to the ordinary scientific ex« 
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plorer. So when Fabian preached in the big church 
at Clonboyne, as he sometimes did, to the great joy 
of the cultured of the congregation, and the horror of 
the orthodox, he had one very attentive Kstener, a som- 
bre figure who sat in the shadow under the gallery, by 
the door, and, rubbing his long hands, allowed his su- 
perior mocking smile to be tinged with satisfaction as 
he heard the words of noble aspiration and poetic con- 
ception pour forth from lips which were beginning to 
leer, and noted the fire of divine inspiration fighting 
for expression on a face which was beginning to take 
on the materialism of a satyr. 

He had also another reason for wishing to live, for 
a while, remote from the haunts of men. He had noted 
in his horoscope that at this period of his life danger 
threatened him through his own family. Ever since he 
had stolen the cabalistic books from his mother's tribe 
he had been haunted at times by an indescribable ter- 
ror, a fear that if they ever found him and the books, 
they would wreak a vengeance of which death would be 
the least unpleasant part. BeKeving that fate can be 
averted, he had changed his name, taken curious pre- 
cautions about the admittance of strangers into his 
stronghold, and felt that he had made himself secure 
during the period of threatened danger. 

Elsa was in Rome. She had become a nursing Sis- 
ter. Ever since the day of the operation, when she 
had realised that, whatever her father had done to Fa- 
bian Dare, he had robbed her of his dawning love, she 
had been imable to conceal her terror and aversion of 
him. She had gone to Vienna to visit her mother's 
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rdatives, who were Roman Catholics, and ended by go* 
ing into a convent. 

Ballyshannon Castle had been built, originally, by 
the owners of Donoyle, to control a mountain pass, in 
the days of feudal warfare. In more peaceful times it 
had become the dower house of the family, and the 
mountain slopes and the glen had been planted with 
forest, imtil the castle had almost disappeared — ^like the 
palace of the sleeping beauty — ^in a world of trees. Like 
all lonely houses, especially in Ireland, it had gained 
the reputation of being haunted. Some vacillating per- 
son had committed suicide, and then, wanting to come 
back to earth again, had wailed through turret and pas- 
sage ever since, looking for the body he had so prema* 
turely dispensed with. This had made the servant ques- 
tion a difficulty, and Von Tarsenheim had been the first 
inhabitant for many a long year. The country people 
in the vicinity crossed themselves, instead of touching 
their hats, when they saw him, and he and his two Hindu 
servants became known as "the Haythens." 

To the hall door of this lonely old tower came Lord 
Ancester, one winter's afternoon, about six months after 
Fabian Dare's arrival at Donoyle. He had a gun over 
his shoulder, and a brace of woodcock in his game-bag, 
which he had shot in the glen on his way to the tower. 
The old door-bell came off in his hand, so he had re- 
course to the knocker. There was plenty of time to look 
about him, and note in wall and window-sill the encroach- 
ments of moss, and ivy, and fern, which the dampness 
of winter had stimulated into the most vivid of green. 
As no one came to the door, Lord Ancester knocked 
again, and again; then, from an old crumbling tower 
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to the left, jackdaws came flying and chattering* 
through the jagged loopholes, and out of one of these 
openings he saw a bearded face thrust for a moment, 
and withdrawn; a face which tallied with the descrip- 
tion Vandraken had given him of Von Tarsenheim. Al- 
most immediately he heard a bell ring insido the house. 
This was followed by a sound of bolts being withdrawn 
and bars being taken down, then the door was opened 
by one of the Hindu servants, who salaamed, and admit- 
ted him. The hall, which had an arched stone ceiling 
and a flagged floor, had been fitted up as a living-room 
by the introduction of some cheap modem furniture, 
curiously out of keeping with the mediaeval architecture 
and the bits of rusty armour and the antlers on the 
wall. The Hindu pointed to a wicker chair by the log 
fire, and left the room by means of a corkscrew stair- 
case in the back wall ; and after a lapse of time which 
made Lord Ancester begin to pace the hall impatiently. 
Von Tarsenheim appeared in the room by the same stair- 
case, standing in the embrasure of the wall to study 
the face of his guest. Lord Ancester stopped his ner- 
vous promenade and did the same by his host for a mo- 
ment; then he said, brusquely: "I suppose you are 
Abdul von Tarsenheim?" 

"But no," he answered, politely. "My name was 
Tesenham." 

"Just as you like about that; but you are the man 
I was the means of sending a friend of mine to about 
some devilish invention of yours. I wish I'd shot my- 
self before I did it, but it's too late to think of that 
now. What I have come to do is make you put a stop 
to the infernal business by restoring to my friend the 
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conscience and the moral sense you have robbed him 
of.'* 

"Robbed him of!" repeated Von Tarsenheim, mali- 
ciously, as he came forward. "But no ! I did but help 
your friend lend his conscience to another man. It is 
quite safe, I assure you. Does he want it back, your 
friend? He is disappointed — yes?" 

"Having no moral sense, he does not wish It back; 
but as I feel the awful responsibility for all the evil 
which has resulted from this cursed hypnotism of yours, 
I am going to make him take it back. I am not a rich 
man, but I'll give you aU I can scrape together If you 
will undo this beastly operation. I suppose you can?" 

"Oh, yes," answered Von Tarsenhelm, affably. "It is 
quite easy." 

"That's all right," said Lord Ancester, in a relieved 
voice. "What's your price? How much money do you 
want?" 

"Let us sit down by the nice warm fire," replied Von 
Tarsenhelm, In his insinuating voice, as he took a chair 
and motioned his guest to another. "Money ! Am I a 
fool, that I should want more money, when I have 
enough already? I have not that form of madness. 
No, no! To see your invention work out — that Is the 
real price the Inventor wants. Was It the gold Itself 
that the old alchemists wanted? I tell you no! And 
so It Is with me. Money to live on, to make new Inven- 
tions with, yes; but the real reward — ^to see the face 
of a saint bearing the record of a satyr, to know that 
I have juggled with the law of cause and effect, tam- 
pered with the vibrations which connect soul and body, 
x;rossed the invisible wires which link up star and star, 
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forced my way to the power-house of the universe and 
played tricks with the machinery — ^that is to feel power 
— to be as the gods !" 

"That," thought Lord Ancester, as he noted the 
gleam in his host's eye, "is the way they talk in lunatic 
asylums." Then he said, calmly: "All the same, even 
if you do not care about money, I must ask you to 
name a price for undoing your work, and it is getting 
late ; the afternoons are short. Come ! What are your 
terms?" 

"Not money, my friend; but I have a little experi- 
ment I wish to make to prove a new invention of mine* 
Now you have just the soul — and it is on the star I 
can easiest reach — if you will let me use it " 

Lord Ancester jumped to his feet and slid his ham* 
merless-ejector gun to full cock. An impulse to put 
an end to the evil creature almost overmastered him.. 
If Von Tarsenheim had shown fight, or tried to move, he 
would probably have tried to follow his impulse; but 
the mocking smile opposite never changed, and his foe 
spoke over his head, in Hindustani, to someone behind 
him. 

"Excuse me that I speak in a foreign language," he 
said to Ancester. "I did but tell my servant he need 
not kill you — the gun is not loaded." 

Lord Ancester hurriedly opened the breech to see, 
and out flew the cartridges. Then the gun was snatched 
out of his hands, and was held threateningly by one 
of the Hindus, whose presence in the room always re- 
mained a mystery to him. 

"It was but a passing thought — ^yes? You would 
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not kill poor old Abdul — ^for what would you gain? And 
I am not so easy killed." 

A superstitious fear assailed Lord Ancester, as it 
had assailed Fabian Dare, that this man was not vul- 
nerable; but he remembered that Vandraken had told 
him that the man showed fear when he had referred to 
his mother's tribe and the stolen books. He came to 
a swift resolution. He would look up this tribe and 
put them on the old reptile's track. They would know 
how to deal with liim. He resisted the temptation to 
try the effect of the threat on the enemy, and, assuming 
a defeated expression, allowed himself to be conducted 
to the door by Von Tarsenheim, who handed him back 
his gun, with a polite Grerman bow, and closed the door 
behind him. 
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Moonlight in the Egyptian desert, the terrifying 
simplicity of great spaces, the feeling of eternity, and 
the endless distance between world and world. Moon- 
light going to waste in floods of silver, for lack of some- 
thing to make shadows of, if it had not been for a group 
of tents which formed the encampment of a tribe of 
desert gipsies, the Graghas, the mother tribe of the 
Romanys. 

Outside the tents, crouched in a circle, chin on hand, 
were the heads of families and their chief wives, not 
veiled like the women of the Bedaween, but taking their 
places on an equality with the men, veiled in their own 
black hair, heavily ornamented from chin to breast with 
chains and coins. The white garments of the men made 
a marked contrast to the dark robes of the women ; oth- 
erwise there was curiously little difi^erence. All were 
equally absorbed in watching the movements of a kneel- 
ing figure in the centre of the circle. An elderly man, 
hawk-nosed, white-bearded, who traced with a wander- 
ing finger in the silver sand, stopping from time to time 
to throw a handful of beans into the air and to note 
how they fell about the figures he had traced. Then 
all movement ceased, and he crouched and gazed, rigid 
as stone, but not more motionlessly than the figures 
around Mm. 

SSI 
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At last a woman broke the silence. "Speak, O Sheik f 
See you the books, or do the spells of the accursed one 
who hath brought such evil days on our tribe still pre- 
vail against the reaching of his spirit by thine?'* 

"My spirit has gone forth over the world," came the 
answer, "but by the knowledge stolen from the books 
his spirit evadeth mine." 

A groan went up from all the circle, speaking of 
heartfelt misery, but it was silenced by the voice of 
the old man. 

"Yet one cometh, for my spirit met him approach- 
ing, out of the land of fog, on a ship of fire, such as 
brought soldiers to Khartoum, but many times larger — 
and behold! he hath knowledge of the books. There 
is hatred in his heart towards the accursed one, and 
great sorrow for evil wrought. He seeks us that he 
may take vengeance and right wrongs — a young man,, 
but a great Bey among his own people. He will guide 
us to the accursed one — ^if he finds us, for of that he 
is not certain, leaving all to chance, as did the captains 
of the host they sent to Khartoum what time the holy 
one was slain." 

The old man held up his hand to quiet the murmurs 
of satisfaction which ran round the circle. "But we 
will leave it not to chance. Daoud and Dashin, who* 
have the gift of tongues, shall go down to the sea where 
the ships of fire come to the shore. They shall meet 
the Bey and make easy his path through the desert, so 
that he shall make easy our path to the accursed one. 
I have spoken — nay !" he went on, as an afterthought, 
"before the image leaves my mind let Daoud and Dashin: 
approach, that they may see what manner of man is 
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the Bey, so that when he leaves the fire ship they may 
luiow him." 

At this, two young men, whose dark faces had looked 
on English l^nes, stepped into the centre of the circle 
and knelt down by the old sheik. He poured water 
into a little hollow he had made in the sand, then took 
the men's hands in his, and for a space all three gazed 
into the little pool. 

**You will know him again?" he asked. **Hi8 face 
will not vanish from your minds ?" 

"In a crowd of ten thousand we would know him/* 
they answered. 

" *Tis well," said the sheik, rising to his feet. "Sleep 
now till the moon sinks into the desert, and with the 
first red ray that paints the eastern sky let ye hasten 
to the world of waters." 

And so it came to pass that when Lord Ancester, and 
Williams, his valet, stepped ofi^ the gang-plank at Port 
Said, two natives came forward out of the crowd and 
made obeisance. 

"We are the servants of the Bey who seeketh our 
tribe in the desert, that the books may be restored and 
vengeance and justice be done to the accursed one who 
hath used them to work evil, bringing much tribulation 
to our people, till such time as they shall regain them." 
They translated their tongue in their own way, not 
having been long enough in England to speak it col- 
loquially. 

Lord Ancester was too staggered by surprise to re- 
ply; but his valet, who had not heard what was said, 
interfered officiously: "Run awy, now! His lordship 
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cawn't be bothered by the likes of you. The baggage 
is all arranged for." Daoud and Dashin turned on the 
little valet with such murderous fury in their eyes that 
he stepped back behind his master for protection. 

"Don't be a damned fool, Williams ! Don't you know 
a gentleman when you see one, even if he is not wearing 
a top hat? Go and look after the baggage. Good 
Lord!" he thought to himself, "how long shall we rule 
native races when the labour party rules England?" 

"Is that son of his sister the servant of the Bey?" 
asked Daoud. 

Lord Ancester nodded. 

"Then we will not kill him — ^but he comes not into the 
desert. The Graghas break not bread with the lower 
sorts." 

"He can stay in Cairo," answered Lord Ancester, 
apologetically. "I'm sure I don't know why I brought 
him along — ^force of habit, I expect." Then he en- 
tered into conversation with Daoud and Dashin, and 
learnt how the sheik of their tribe had sent them to meet 
him and guide him through the desert. 

For two weeks Lord Ancester and his guides voyaged 
southwest through the desert after leaving Khartoum. 
How impossible it would have been to reach the tribe 
without their help he realised more and more every day, 
as the camels' feet fell mute on quivering sand, sound- 
less as flame, and savage tribesmen came out of no- 
where to bar their passage, only to disappear after 
Daoud and Dashin had signalled in some mysterious 
fashion of their own. As they journeyed south, Daoud 
told him of the cities which lay buried beneath their 
feet ; of a civilisation which had reached a climax great- 
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er than his own, and now lay buried in an ocean of sand, 
as another city — ^no doubt he meant Atlantis — lay bur- 
ied in water. When it seemed to Ancester that he could 
not bear the molten atmosphere another minute, they 
would guide him to some oasis, where light winds sighed 
through palm-tops whose roots fed on the bones of 
ancient races, in their long^forgotten garden of sleep. 
"Old peoples," Daoud would boast, "but not as old as 
ours, who saw them come — those ,red-haired peoples — 
and saw them go, always avoiding the cataclysms of 
nature because foreseeing them." 

Of Von Tarsenheim and the books they would not 
talk, though Lord Ancester was longing to learn what 
power they had to undo the evil to which he had been 
an accessory. He had accepted his defeat at the oc- 
cultist's hands, that day in the tower, recognising that 
his enemy held the cards ; but the sense of that defeat 
rankled in a mind already worked up to a pitch of 
fanaticism on the subject of putting an end to Von 
Tarsenheim and his inventions. 

"All must be said to our sheik," said Daoud, "for 
the words of a man come forth alive but once, and the 
second time are but as the warmed-up loaves, tasting 
flat in the mouth." 

But they told him much about the stealing of the 
books, and the evil effect on the tribe, in whose custody 
they had been placed centuries ago, as a sacred charge. 
"For in those books," said Daoud, "is the truth written 
as it was known to the peoples who sleep far down be- 
neath these sands, who received it from an older people 
far to the west, who sleep beneath the water — a people 
with minds capable of receiving the truth." 
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consequences you yet shall see from that invention of 
the accursed one — ^to the youth who bought, and to the 
youth who sold himself, and the maiden that they love. 

"Truly, the gods, who dwell where all things are de- 
signed in the spirit before they are materialised on the 
earth-planes, have little time to waste on the bickerings 
of insects, leaving such things to the lesser beings nearer 
the earth. But when men try to make of themselves 
gods, mocking at the power from which the master- 
chord proceedeth, then will they put down their work 
for a space and set the house in order, even though they 
destroy a world with the broom, even as they destroyed 
the Stolomites and the dwellers to the west." 
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CHAPTER XXn 

About the time that Lord Ancester had left for 
Egypt, after his encounter with the occultist in the 
tower, matters were not going very well for Fabian 
Dare. The Rector of Clonboyne, whose narrow creed 
had been horribly jarred by the poetic, dramatic, but 
absolutely unorthodox sermons, of the younger man, 
and much disturbed by the signs of dissipation on his 
face, came over to Donoyle to ask Lady Donoyle to 
give him notice of removal. 

The Rev. John Strayne was a man whose whole life 
had been one long tragedy, through an imshaken belief 
in hell and its unquenchable flames. Not that he feared 
them for himself — ^unworthy though he was, and bom 
in sin, he yet saw salvation waiting for him, as a ser- 
vant of the Lord. But there were many among his 
flock — people he liked, and even respected — for whom 
he had no such hopes; and though he preached in an 
agony of entreaty, they would not be persuaded. So his 
face was grey, and lined with horror, and his eyes deep 
sunk, but blazing with religious fervour. Outside of 
his creed he was a kindly, gentle creature, who could 
not endure to see anything suffer, and the inevitable 
torture of so many who were life-long friends, in spite 
of their worldly ways, preyed on his mind like vitriol. 

Lady Donoyle was, perhaps, the one he felt most for. 

839 
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The sorrows of her married life, instead of chastening, 
as they were undoubtedly meant to do, seemed only to 
drive her faster and faster along the flowery path to 
destruction. If only she had not danced down it, laugh- 
ing, and giving help to the poor, and subscribing to all 
his charities ! It sometimes seemed to him like cheating, 
to take money from a person for the use of a religion 
which condemned her to eternal agony. 

He knew that his task of trying to convince her lady- 
ship that Fabian was unfit to minister to souls would 
be neither easy nor pleasant, and so it proved. To be- 
gin with, she was smoking a cigarette by the library 
fire, and not all his disapproving glances could influ- 
ence her to throw it away, for Lady Donoyle did not 
believe in pandering to old-fashioned prejudice. It 
seemed to him incongruous in the extreme to discuss 
religion with a lady who was smoking, and quite com- 
promising to be sitting alone with her. But he set his 
teeth and went to work. 

"I must beg you to believe," he began, after clearing 
his throat with painful thoroughness, 'Hhat it is not 
a pleasant duty that brings me here. Lady Donoyle. 
It must naturally be painful to have to confess that a 
member of my sacred profession is unfit to minister to 
his flock, but it is no longer any good trying to conceal 
the fact that Mr. Dare's presence in this neighbourhood 
is causing a painful deterioration in the religious life 
of my congregation." 

"Dear me!" said Lady Donoyle, blowing rings with 
practised skill, "has he allowed himself to be found out? 
Perhaps it is as much the girl's fault as his own. One 
must not judge too hastily, Mr. Strayne. Still, I should 
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like to hear the interesting particulars/' she added, 
scenting a scandal. 

"Girl! Lady Donoyle, I bring no such particular 
charge. I have heard nothing definitely reflecting on 
his moral character." 

"Oh!*' murmured his hostess, disappointedly. 

"I am referring now to the painfully imorthodox 
views he gives voice to in his sermons, upsetting all pre- 
conceived ideas of established religion." 

"But I thought, Mr. Strayne, that new theologies 
and that sort of thing were all the go. The DaUy Tale 
is full of it these days, and I have been rather bragging 
to my friends in London that I had a man down here 
in the coimtry whom I would back to win against Ram- 
ble, or anyone ; and instead of a congregation consisting 
of Kitty, the cook, and a Protestant orphan, as we 
used to have, the chapel here has ^standing room only* 
notices every Sunday. What more can you want?" 

"But that's it!— that's it!" cried Mr. Strayne, ex- 
citedly. **That is how the poison works. The easy 
road to heaven, that's what Mr. Dare preaches ; that's 
what brings them over from Clonboyne." 

**Well, I admit," answered Lady Donoyle, hiding a 
smile behind a cloud of smoke, "that it is rather unfair 
competition — ^promises are so much more alluring than 
threats. It's like patent medicines in sugar-coated tab- 
loids, against smelly medicines in black bottles, isn't 
it?" 

"Lady Donoyle," said the clergyman, as harshly as 
he dared, "I must ask you to treat the matter more 
seriously." 

"Oh, wasn't I? I thought I was. I'm sorry. I'll 
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throw away my cigarette." And she tossed the stump 
mto the fire. 

**What good is it," went on Mr. Strayne, resisting 
the temptation to say something about fires which the 
cigarette stump had suggested to his mind, ^Hhat a man 
fills his church, when he only takes advantage of it to 
substitute for the fear of God, the dread of eternal 
punishment, vague promises of a dreamy existence filled 
with the perception of beauty in form, colour, sound, 
fragrance, such as our rudimentary senses down here 
can barely guess at? There is no warrant for it any- 
where in Holy Scripture ! It is rank heresy !" 

"But the Jewish idea of gold streets, Mr. Strayne, 
with jewelled cobble-stones, doesn't attract like it used 
to. The modem hotel and the musical comedy have 
made people tired of gaudy decoration, don't you 
think?" 

"Look there!" cried Mr. Strayne, explosively, pro- 
ducing a paper from his pocket, and ignoring his host- 
ess's last remark. "This is the climax! This extract 
from his last sermon, which I have copied out for the 
benefit of the Bishop, even exhibits doubt of the very 
existence of God!" 

" ^Sometimes I have thought,' read Lady Donoyle, 
taking the paper from his hand, *that there is no such 
thing as a personal Deity, and then I have remembered 
the countless millions of prayers, the vast sum of hu- 
man energy, the awful total of human sufi^ering, mar- 
tyrdoms and deaths, ofi^ered up on the altars of religion, 
and I have said to myself, if there has been no One 
listening, no One in all these centuries to hear those 
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prayers, no One to pity those sufferings, if they have 
all been meaningless — then a play has been written, so 
horribly dramatic that the tragedy of it staggers con- 
ception.* " 

"What do you think of that?" asked Mr. Strayne, 
when his hostess had handed him back the document in 
thoughtful silence. 

"I think,'* she answered, slowly, "that it is the strong- 
est argument in favour of a personal God that I have 
ever heard, and the most convincing.** 

"But can*t you see how unorthodox it all is?** pleaded 
the clergyman. "And can*t you see that the throwing 
of doubt on the doctrine of eternal punishment suggests 
a tragedy almost as bad? For if there are no hell fires, 
then men have lived their lives in agony, and tossed 
in tortured sleep, and lifted up imploring hands, over 
an idle threat, and that is what Mr. Dare is trying to 
make us believe. I tell you. Lady Donoyle, that you 
must get rid of him.** 

"Really, Mr. Strayne, I am sorry to refuse you. I 
know you mean well, but I happen to know that Mr. 
Dare has done a great deal of good by his sermons^ 
even if they are unorthodox. I, myself, have been much 
impressed, and Kitty has got quite religious. He suits 
me exactly.** 

The clergyman felt defeated, and saw he must shift 
his ground, loth as he was to bring charges against 
one of his own cloth. "His heresy is not the only charge 
I bring against him,** he said, sternly, "though I had 
hoped it would suffice. But can you look at his face 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



«44 THE SOUL OF CROESUS 

and say that a man who shows every sign of leading a 
debauched life is fit to minister to souls?" 

"Yes, I admit poor Mr. Dare looks dreadfully dis- 
sipated. He reminds me of the way my husband began 
to look before paresis set in; but as long as you can 
prove nothing against him, it wouldn't be fair to give 
him the sack. After all, it may be nothing but liver. 
Have you spoken to him on the subject?" 

"Yes," answered Mr. Strayne. "I have tried to get 
him to confess to me, for the very secretness of his 
vices seems to make them more appalling." 

"And he wouldn't?" 

"He confessed that once in his life he had yielded 
to an overwhelming temptation^ but that his whole life 
now was devoted to battling with the results of that 
day's weakness. More he wouldn't say." 

"How annoying to arouse one's curiosity in that way ! 
And it sounds thin, too, for he gets to look more and 
more rakish every day." 

"Then can't you see. Lady Donoyle, that he is not 
fit to be a clergyman?" 

"In the 'Ordinary acceptance of the term — ^no. He 
is not really a clergyman, Mr. Strayne — ^lie is a poet, 
perhaps with the weaknesses of one ; but the world has 
learnt much from poets, and now that the day has come 
when people no longer read poetry, perhaps poets will 
express from the pulpit what it is hardly worth while 
to put on paper. No. Until you can bring me proofs 
of absolute immorality on the part of Mr. Dare, I 
decline to dismiss him." She got up, and held out her 
hand, to indicate that the audience was at an end. 

Mr. Strayne rose to his feet, crushing his soft black 
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hat nervously together against his breast. "Then/* 
he said, "it becomes my painful duty, Lady Donoyle, ta 
tell you that the ancient privilege of the Donoyle chap- 
lain to preach in the Church of Clonboyne is withdrawn. 
The word of the Lord shall not come through the mouth 
of a loose liver in any church under my control, and I 
may as well tell you that the tongue of scandal is very 
busy about your chaplain, and the fact that he conceals- 
his debaucheries so cunningly is only taken as addi- 
tional proof of his depravity. It will be my painful 
duty to communicate this humiliating information to 
Mr. Dare this very day.'* 

"If you only knew,*' observed Lady Donoyle, stifling 
a yawn, "how very httle all this interests me.** 

Poor Fabian was only too well aware of the rapid de- 
terioration in his face. Since Von Tarsenheim came to 
gloat in secret over the success of his invention, his- 
powers of resistance had been weakened. His person- 
ality seemed to fit him better now, but he was painfully 
aware that that was because his moral fibre was begin- 
ning to be attacked by some insidious poison. Still, he 
fought gamely to retain his true self, knowing, only too 
well, that at the least sign of weakness, the least pan- 
dering to temptation, the dam which his will-power had 
created would give way, and he would be swept into the 
arms of the powers of evil in a roaring flood of vice. 
He pictured them as wolves waiting in a circle, their 
eyes glowing with the reflected light from a watch-fire 
which a lonely man, in the agony of sleep-hunger, fed 
ceaselessly from an ever dwindling pile of sticks, as he 
rowelled himself with spurs to keep himself awake. He 
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feared lest the spurs of conscience, which had been so 
sharp in his case, might cease to prick, painful and 
puzzling though the pricks were, and the wolves rush 
in upon him. 

His intellectual powers seemed to be developing phe- 
nomenally. He was writing poetry so amazing that he 
dared no longer show it to Lady Kitty. When he 
preached he was aware that his hearers himg breathless 
on his words. When he was in the pulpit he thought 
in visions, and translated them into words in a voice 
of ever-increasing magnetic quality. He did not mean 
to do it. It was something he had tried to resist, but 
in all these visions Lady Kitty was so vividly in the 
foreground, that, when he preached, the girl felt as 
though he was making violent love to her. She would 
try to fight the feeling, but a curious, enervating lan- 
guor would steal over her, rising round her like a mist, 
penetrating every pore. She would loll back in the cor- 
ner of the great family pew, with her blue eyes closed, 
restraining an inclination to hold out her arms to the 
man who was dominating her. Then the voice would 
cease, and, looking up, she saw a face which filled her 
with repulsion ; and the fresh, wholesome face of Stand- 
ish Vandraken would rise up and blot it out. She could 
not understand why the presence of Fabian Dare should 
always force Vandraken on her consciousness; she felt 
she would have forgotten him long ago if the young 
chaplain had not come into her life. Fabian was pain- 
fully aware, now, how strongly his face repelled her, and 
their companionship was gradually becoming a thing 
of the past. When they did meet, he felt, like hammer 
blows, the wondering censure of her glance, the disin- 
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clinatlon to touch his hand. His intuition, sharpened 
by love, felt her every thought, and he knew that while 
she wondered and censured she also pitied. 

The effect of all these cross-currents of attraction 
and repulsion, and the drag of two personalities on her 
own, began to have a very bad effect on Lady Kitty's 
nerves. The pallour of health, which had always gone 
so well with her red-gold hair, began to give place to 
a wan look, the lustre of her eyes was dimmed by con- 
stant worry, and her figure began to lose its exquisite 
curves. 

Lady Donoyle commenced to notice this about the 
time of Mr. Strayne's visit of anathema. She rather 
imagined that the effect of Mr. Strayne's attack on 
her chaplain would be his resignation, which would mean 
the bother of getting another ; and the present incum- 
bent was the first who had not bored her terribly. Also, 
she was getting tired of the winter, mild though it 
was. 

She broached the subject of going abl'oad to her 
daughter next morning at breakfast. 

"What do you say to our becoming tourists for a 
couple of months, Kitty? You look as if you needed a 
change, and I feel as if I do." 

"Anything you like, mamma," answered Kitty, list- 
lessly. "At least, anything so long as it isnH Switzer- 
land." 

"What do you take me for, Kitty? Have I been such 
a bad mother, that you insinuate that I would take 
you to a coimtry which is entirely governed by head- 
waiters, with the money wriuig from the overworked 
scenery and circular tourists? No. I had thought of 
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Morocco. It has not yet been much vulgarised by the 
picture post-card." 

"Mother," asked Lady Kitty, suddenly, apropos of 
nothing, and calling her by a name she had not hitherto 
used, "can a girl love two men at the same time?" 

Her mother gave her a swift glance, but, instead of 
replying, looked straight in front of her, crumbling 
up a bit of bread thoughtfully. At last she answered, 
very slowly: 

"Only this I know, Etty: that through the life of 
nearly every woman has passed some man whom she 
could have loved — ^better than the man she does love." 
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Women like the Cobra hold men faithful to them 
because they do not demand fidelity. The creation of 
vice was more fascinating to Vandraken's mistress than 
her personal interest in it. As some women's attitude 
to love consists in loving it more than their lovers, 
BO was the Cobra's attitude towards evil. It had been 
no trouble to her to extract from Vandraken the secret 
of his ability to lead the Uf e he was living without show- 
ing any trace. 

When Vandraken, in the transports of their first in- 
timacy, had sworn constancy, she only laughed at him. 
**So long as you worship my gods," she insisted, "I care 
not who is in the temple. No ! But I tell you what to 
me is infideUty: when you forsake me and my^ kind for 
la femme m^re — ^what you call 'the good woman.' Then 
I become jealous, and when I become jealous " Van- 
draken did not happen to see her eyes as she said it, or 
he would have shuddered. Instead, he laughed, and she 
repeated, dreamily : "Yes, you wiU see something when 
I become jealous." 

They had lived in Paris for going on two years, with 
occasional visits to other European capitals. The re- 
sentment in America against Vandraken still smoul- 
dered, blazing up spasmodically when the papers ran out 
of other fuel. But if the newspapers occasionally for- 
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got the prodigal, Bulpitt and his friends never did; the 
danger was too obvious to them. Excitement woke 
afresh when the yoimg millionaire bought the Barbaric, 
an ocean liner, for a yacht, and it became known that 
he and a few kindred spirits, who had become satiated 
with what Europe had to offer them, were going to 
cruise in Oriental waters, stage-managed by the noto- 
rious Venestra. Reporters had tried to get on board 
in the guise of sailors or stewards, but had been thwart- 
ed, so their imaginations had to supply the salacious 
descriptions which sold papers so gaily for awhile. How- 
ever, it is unlikely that the picture, however lurid, was 
overdrawn. 

The Barbaric (or the "Erotic," as the newspapers 
nicknamed her) had been cruising for two months, put- 
ting in at every place, from Constantinople to Port 
Said, where there was any prospect of amusement, thea 
back along the African shore, till they reached Tan- 
gier. 

Vandraken was alone in his own cabin the night after 
their arrival, being temporarily weary of the forced 
hilarity of his companions, when his valet entered, look- 
ing rather flustered. "Beg pardon, sir, but there's a 
party climbed aboard from a shore boat who insists 
on seeing you, sir, and I don't like his looks. Dressed 
like one of them niggers ashore, he is, but says he was 
at some college with you, and if I don't bring him right 
in he says he'll throw me overboard ; and he's that vio- 
lent I believe he'd do it." 

"What's his name?" asked Vandraken. 

"He says it's Dashmore." 

"By gad! I'U bet that's who it is ! That's just the 
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way old Slap Dash would come aboard. Show the gen- 
tleman in, Hawkins." 

The valet returned in a minute, and announced, as 
formally as though it was a London reception: "Mr. 
Sleyton Dashmore." 

Vandraken rose to his feet and held out his hand to 
what was, apparently, a disreputable-looking Moor. 
"Why, Slap Dash, old man, this beats cock-fighting ! I 
am glad to see you !" 

Dashmore put his hands behind his burnouse. 

"If one-half what they are saying about you is true, 
Vandraken," he said, sternly, "I don't shake hands with 
you. If the other half is true, it's as much as I can 
do to keep from killing you, for the honour of Har- 
vard!" 

Vandraken flushed as red as his pink complexion 
would allow, and came a step forward. "If that's the 
way you feel about it," he said, angrily, "what the 
h — 1 are you doing on my yacht .'^ And you're a nice 
one to talk about the honour of the college — ^you that 
got hoofed out of it !" 

"If there was a white man about who could do what's 
got to be done, you can bet I wouldn't be on board this 
floating cess-pool, even if I was kicked out of Harvard ! 
But three ladies — and one is an American — ^have been 
captured to-day by that imprincipled scoundrel, Muley 
Zidan, and there's not a warship in the harbour ; and if 
there was, the Maghzen has got the Powers so tangled 
up they wouldn't act, for fear of precipitating a Euro- 
pean war. As for the authorities, the chances are 
they're in cahoots with Muley; so it's got to be a pri- 
vate enterprise, this rescue. You can't trust Muley 
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Zidan in the matter of ransom. I want to borrow some 
of jour crew and some arms. I figure it out that, low 
as you have sunk, you can't refuse." 

"m arrange all that, Mr. Dashmore," answered Van- 
draken, coldly; "but you've got another fight on your 
hands first. You've said things to me that I take oiF 
no man! You wouldn't take my hand! Well — ^there's 
my fist !" and he hit out straight from the shoulder, a 
blow which would have landed very hard on the other 
man's chin, if he had not parried it scientifically. 

Dashmore was about two years older than his adver- 
sary, very dark and lean, with high cheek-bones, flat, 
precipitous cheeks, and reckless eyes. He laughed de- 
lightedly when Vandraken struck at him. 

"Why, that's not so bad," he said, keeping his guard 
up, but making no attempt to hit back. "I didn't think 
you'd have it in you, after the life you've been leading ; 
but, come to look at you, you appear to be as fresh as 
a rose. Not a bit as if you had been wallowing like a 
hog in summer." He parried another furious blow. 
**If I have wronged you, Vandraken, I am willing to 
apologise ; but there has been very ugly talk about the 
life you have been leading. I'm not a saint, au con- 
traire, but there's a line somewhere, and you haven't 
taken the trouble to deny having crossed it. But now 
that I see you, I am willing to believe you have been 
slandered. If you are willing to say that you haven't 
lived below the standard we used to talk about — ^that 
the fraternity has no need to be ashamed of you — ^I'm 
man enough to apologise. I didn't take a good look at 
you when I came in." 

Vandraken dropped his hands. He had no conscience 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



/ 



THE SOUL OF CR(ESUS 868 

to guide him, but his brain took him back to the Fra- 
ternity room at Harvard, and his oath of initiation. He 
suddenly saw himself, not through the conscience he 
had got rid of, but through the eyes of other men's con- 
sciences; not straitlaced men, but men whose opinion 
he valued. 

"I expect you're right, Dashmore," he said, hoarsely. 
"When you put it that way, I guess you were right not 
to want to shake hands with me; but you don't know 
what it is to have hundreds of millions and feel you 
ought to be getting value out of them. If you judge 
me by ordinary standards, I guess you are about right. 
But you can't know what the temptations are to a man 
who has nothing to do but spend. I can't let all this 
money pile up— it would smother me ! Perhaps it's the 
system which concentrates so much wealth in the hands 
of one man you ought to go for, not the man. I have 
only lived in proportion to my millions — ^hardly that. 
Take me in on this deal, and I'll show you I haven't 
lost my manhood, anyhow !" 

Dashmore came up to him and held out his hand. 

"Heaven knows," he said, "I've got only too little 
right to judge you. In Baltimore they would say I 
had none. I had expected, from all I had heard, to 
find a besotted swine, and I find a man. I'm willing to 
charge the past up to the system which puts too much 
temptation in one man's way, if you are willing to prove 
your manhood by seeing this scrap out." 

Vandraken's face lighted up with the joy of battle. 

"Slap Dash," he said, "if you will put me in the way 
of a real good rough-and-tumble fight — ^not cannon at 
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two miles — ^I'U be your debtor for life; but we won't 
shake hands till the work is done." 

"As you like," muttered Dashmore. 

^*Sit down and have a drink; and tell me all about 
it and about yourself. How do you happen to be in 
that fancy dress?" 

"Not much time to talk, Vandraken. WeVe got to 
get busy. Fm a deserter from the Chasseurs d'Af rique. 
Knocked my captain down for conduct unbecoming an 
officer and a gentleman — that on general principles, 
more particularly for reflections on my nationality. Aw- 
ful swine, he was ! I joined the rough-riders after my 
little difference with the faculty. Of course, the fac- 
ulty were right. I had no business to thrash that pro- 
fessor, though he was a swine, too. We learnt the art 
of war in Cuba. Came back to Baltimore a hero, got 
taken once more into the bosom of my family, and 
grub-staked all over again ; came over to Paris to cele- 
brate and maybe study art. Got into the deviPs own 
row with some official — pulled some chains of office off 
him. Can't remember now whether it was Monsieur le 
Maire or Monsieur le President. At any rate, he was 
a big gun, and it was a correspondingly big row. Stoney 
broke, too; so enlisted in the Chasseurs d'Afrique, at 
Marseilles ; learnt more of the art of war and the ways 
of these heathen countries — their language, too. Might 
have risen to be a field-marshal if my captain had be- 
haved himself. Say ! What do you think he said? Why, 
that Teddy Roosevelt was no soldier! That was the 
last straw ! That's why I did him dirt. If they /catch 
me, they won't do a thing to me, will they?" 
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"They mustn't catch you, Slap Dash. You must stay 
on this yacht. You'll be all right." 

"I'm going ashore in a few minutes — as soon as ever 
this campaign is planned. After the ladies are res- 
cued we will talk about my affairs. As a matter of 
fact, they wouldn't dream of connecting a runaway 
trooper with the conquerors of Muley Zidan ; and mind, 
I lick Muley, or Muley gets my scalp. It's & la mort 
to a finish. How many men have you got that would 
be any good in this sort of a fight?" 

*^Twenty-five, anyway; and you know. Slap Dash, 
money's no object, and we ought to be able to pick up 
some useful ruffians in the town; and for arms, re- 
volvers and knives, I suppose." 

**They are all right as far as they go, my boy ; but 
I once figured out, during a scrimmage, that if I had 
a good sound axe slung roimd my wrist, I could make 
war to beat the band at close quarters. I may be reac- 
tionary, Vandraken, but I believe in the battle-axe. 
Now, how are you fixed for battle-axes ?'.' 

"There's the fire company's axes," answered Van- 
draken, excitedly. "Gee! but that's a great idea. Slap 
Dash ! Whoop ! Just think of lamming into them at 
close quarters! Say! I wouldn't miss this fight for 
twenty millions ! Who are the captured women?" 

"Remember Florence Sidcombe, of Baltimore, who 
turned the frozen face to me after I got turned down 
at Harvard? That's the American girl. I forget who 
the English women are. They've got handles to their 
names, though. They were taken in the ruins of Ne- 
bosh, little way south of here. It was tipped off to Mu- 
ley by their dragoman. It's only known, so far, among 
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the natives. What I propose is this: Let it leak out 
that you are going to view the ruins at a certain time 
to-morrow — ^the rich American from the yacht, and his 
friends, who are fine, picked fighting men. Muley will 
capture you and your crowd and take you back to his 
stronghold in the hills, where the ladies are. You treat 
it as a joke, and be nice to Muley Zidan, promising no 
end of a ransom, which will be brought to him from 
the yacht. I'll bring the ransom on mules. Five men 
with me wouldn't arouse suspicion, dressed as natives. 
That makes twelve of us. Your job is to guard the 
women at the beginning of the trouble until I can fight 
my way through to you. We'll have to begin the fight 
with twelve, because the rest will have to be out of sight 
in the rear, and not show up till the row is under way, 
and we are at close quarters. They won't dare to shoot 
then, for fear of killing one another. The axes will be 
on the mules; they won't arouse any suspicion. The 
chances* are, the axes they take away from you will 
be within reach ; and you won't be tied. Muley trusts to 
the cvl-de-sac where his lair is, and to his sentries, for 
the safety of his prisoners. Remember, the great thing 
is to keep in the thick of the fight. Once we begin to 
scatter we'll be potted — ^no prisoners and no survivors ! 
The odds are about two to one, but when once we get 
the axes going, we'll reverse that in short order. Now 
suppose you send for the captain, and tell him to take 
orders from me in your absence, and we'll pick the men 
with his help." 

Vandraken rang the bell, and sent word to the cap- 
tain. Through the open door came the sensuous mono- 
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tone of nautch dance music and the sound of drunken 
laughter. 

"What's all that?" asked Dashmore. 

"My friends, enjoying themselves," answered Van- 
draken, laconically. He had suddenly become aware 
that the glamour of vice was growing pale in the ex- 
citement of promised action. 

"Why do you not come to the nautch, Standeesh? I 
have a surprise for you — a new But who is this ?" 

It was the Cobra standing in the doorway. A cling- 
ing, iridescently spangled dress of black outlined the 
curves of her svelte figure, a diamond snake coiled roimd 
through her hair, the head resting on her forehead. 

"Whew !" whistled Dashmore, softly. ''That womanr 
he thought, "and all the unpleasant things that have 
been said, and Vandraken looking as unsullied as when 
I last saw him at Harvard, a freshman! It's incred- 
ible !" Aloud he said : "I don't need any introduction, 
Senorita. If you have forgotten me, think of a little 
street off the Prada, in Havana, and a man with a knife 
sticking in his right eye. How did you escape that 
night?" 

"Oh, it was very easy. Monsieur PAmericaine. I did 
make love to the young officer, and he open the cage." 

"You sent for me, Mr. Vandraken?" said the cap- 
tain, entering, and absolutely ignoring the presence of 
the Cobra. 
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At the upper end of a little green valley hiding 
among the spurs of Dj Zarka Mountains, Muley Zidan, 
the brigand, had pitched his tents. Outside one of 
these tents, guarded by women whose veiled faces and 
loose robes were in strong contrast to the fashionable 
travelling dresses of their prisoners, sat Lady Donoyle, 
Lady Kitty, and Miss Sidcombe, of Baltimore, the latter 
a handsome girl, of a rather severe type. 

"What a glorious view !" said Lady Donoyle, point- 
ing down at the sun setting out in the waters, where 
the Atlantic hobnobbed with the Mediterranean, and 
Tangier, like a city of the mirage, showed hazy in the 
middle distance. "Most thoughtful of our host to select 
such a charming spot for our visit, wasn't it.?" 

"Wait till you come to pay the board bill. Lady 
Donoyle," answered Miss Sidcombe, dejectedly. "And 
the worst of it is, even when the ransom is forthcoming, 
Zidan is such a scoundrel he may still keep us, or send 
us back in serial form." 

"My dear girl! You abuse Muley Zidan because 
you have never been married. He's not half as bad as 
some husbands. I wonder where all the men have gone 
to — there are only a couple of the picturesque dears 
guarding the entrance of the glen." 

"Here they come back!" announced Lady Kitty, as 

958 
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a distant shouting came to their ears, and two horse- 
men galloped into sight, waving their long, clumsy mus- 
kets, their burnouses floating picturesquely about them. 
Five minutes afterwards the little alley was full of 
Zidan's followers, guarding six dejected men, looking 
like stage tourists, five of whom were so obviously ill 
at ease in their clothes that they would have imposed 
on no one but a simple Moorish brigand. 

"Why!^ — ^it's Mr. Vandraken, mamma!" cried Lady 
Kitty, and she started towards him; but Vandraken, 
looking startled and surprised, cut her dead, and, while 
she gazed at him in dismay, winked knowingly, and 
passed on. 

And that was how Lady Kitty and Vandraken met 
again, after nearly two years. 

As Dashmore had foreseen, they were not boimd, and 
during the evening he managed to communicate to Lady 
Donoyle the plans for their rescue, and informed them 
that, having twice broken faith before, Zidan could not 
be depended upon to abide by a ransom where women 
were concerned. 

Dashmore's plans worked out like a proposition of 
Euclid. When he appeared next morning with the 
mules, laden with specie, and six tired drivers, it aroused 
no suspicions in the minds of the brigands, for the first 
mule really was laden with specie ; and while the brigands 
were enthusiastically handling it he shot Muley Zidan 
dead with his revolver. Being a marvellous shot, he 
I^&gged four more brigands as fast as he could fire, 
and that was the signal for all hands to grab the axes 
and sail in. 
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Most of the bandits came straight for the prisoners, 
and if Vandraken and his men had not raged around 
with their axes, in a Bersek fury, they would have 
taken their revenge ; but Vandraken, fighting like a Der* 
vish, held his own till Dashmore smashed his way 
through to them. 

Numbers were all in favour of the Moors, but the 
loss of their leader, and the dread of an unknown death, 
with which the axes filled them, broke their nerve; for 
being chopped down like trees, or split like kindling, had 
never been contemplated when they went into the bri- 
gandage business. 

How long that fight lasted, none of the participators 
ever knew ; and the spectators had been relieved of their 
watches, so they couldn't time it. Dashmore thought 
about five minutes. Miss Sidcombe thought about five 
hours. 

Anyone who has ever been in a hand-to-hand fight, 
knows that it cannot be described by rounds, like a prize- 
fight. To Vandraken, it consisted of a little separate 
life-time, when the world looked red, and had no solid 
foundation ; a time when the desire to kill became stron- 
ger than the desire to live — a feeling that he must al- 
ways keep his body between a girl who seemed to be- 
long to him and the gea of weapons which threatened 
her. A time when the veneer of civilization peeled off, 
and left him a primitive man, fighting for his mate. 
He knew that, at one time, they were being overwhelmed 
by sheer weight, and then heard the cheer of the re- 
serves, charging into the fray, hacking down the enemy 
from the rear. 

To Lady Kitty, it was sometimes an impressionist 
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picture, in which a sea of weapons flashed in the sun- 
light, falling and rising, in waves of steel, on a world 
of dust; and sometimes clearer, like a kinetoscope, 
wherein she saw men's faces, snarling with hatred, blown 
about like the leaves in the wind, eddying ofF the rim of 
the fight in little struggling groups, and then being 
sucked back into the shrieking vortex. 

There are as many roads to a woman's heart as there 
are to heaven, and perhaps the oldest is the shortest. 
To Lady Kitty, watching her man fighting over her, 
putting forth his strength, and risking his life, that 
she might live, all the scandals she had heard about him, 
all the self-examination of her feelings towards him, 
seemed small and insignificant. They paled beside the 
essential fact that, whatever his life had been, he was 
still a virile fighting man, able to protect her. She 
watched him, fascinated, till, just as the fight was thin- 
ning to an end, he fell beneath the clubbed musket of 
a Moor, who then turned and joined his fleeing com- 
rades. Dashmore, who had seen his partner go down, 
dropped the brigand with his revolver before he could 
reach his scanty accomplices, and that ended the fight. 
The mules were caught, the ladies and the wounded 
were loaded on to them, and the victorious expedition 
returned to Tangier, where a doctor, at the hotel, ex- 
amined Vandraken, and shook his head. 

"It is a matter of constitution," he told Dashmore. 
**If his has not been undermined, he may recover. The 
whole thing hangs on the amount of vitality he pos- 
sesses." 

"I may as well tell Jrou, doctor," answered Dashmore, 
"that your patient has spent the last two years entirely^ 
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in dissipation. He is a yiciim of too much wealth, and 
he has tried to spend it. That yacht in the harbour 
would be raided by the police in any civilised port. 
That is the sort of patient you have." 

^^Then he is doomed," said the doctor, with conviction. 
**And yet, if you had not told me what you have, I 
should have judged Mr. Vandraken to be a young man 
who had taken the greatest care of his health." 

Five days afterwards Vandraken recovered conscious- 
ness. The first thing he said was, "Will you shake 
hands with me now. Slap Dash?" 

And Dashmore, checking a weepy feeling, wrung Van- 
draken's hand as hard as he dared. 

"You upset all calculations," he said. ' ^TTou are 
going to recover, in spite of the doctor." 

"I say, Slap Dash," asked the yoimg man, eagerly, 
^%as Lady Kitty asked about me? Does she seem to 
take any interest in my recovery?" 

**Does she? Why, man, she canH be shooed away 
from your bedside. I tell you, you battle-axed your 
way to that girPs heart all right. I don't know what 
terms you were on before, but if she ever thought she 
had anything to forgive, she has more than forgiven 
it. Wonderful, how a return to barbaric methods goes 
to a woman's heart ! Florence Sidcombe can't see any 
black wool in my fleece, nowadays, and considers that I 
must have been grossly maligned. The glad hand is 
constantly outstretched. However, what's the good? 
I couldn't keep a wife in hairpins. So to the devil with 
pipe dreams! But it's difi^erent with you. There's 
only one thing between you and marrying Lady Kitty, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SOUL OF CROESUS 268 

and that's the *hoochee-coochee' menagerie out there In 
the harbour, on board the Barbaric. So far, I have 
managed to keep that dark, but sooner or later, you 
know " 

Vandraken turned his face to the wall. 

"IVe got no chance, anyway. Slap Dash. I don't 
know why, but I used to think I could make the game 
to suit myself. I have a feeling now that I am going 
to be made to pay for my hurrah times in some other 
coin than money. I haven't been as unconscious as 
you think. I could feel Lady Kitty's presence about me 

all these days, and Oh, well, I can't explain, but 

it has made me see my life through her ej'es, and it 
looks pretty bad. I had an idea that if you had money 
enough you could plan your life to suit yourself, and. 
defy consequences. But I've had bad dreams. Slap 
Dash, since I got knocked on the head. The clouds of 
consequence are beginning to gather. A man may post- 
pone them, but that's all. Sooner or later, they catch 
up with him." 

"Look here, old chap," said Dashmore, "you are wor- 
rying about that woman chipping in and spoiling the 
game. You give me a free hand, and Fll get rid of 
her and all those gay dipsomaniacs on board the Bar- 
baric." 

Vandraken shook his head. ^TTou don't know Veeda. 
She is too clever and subtle to be got rid of till it suits 
her. She is wonderful! — ^wonderful! I felt all that, 
too," he murmured, dreamily, "while I was in that 
trance-like unconsciousness. Lady Kitty and the Cobra 
battling for my soul — ^good and evil fighting over me — 
and the Cobra won !" 
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Dashmore went over to a table and began writing. 
Then he returned to the bed. **You don't mind spending 
a bit of money over it, I suppose?" 

"Money! Why, it's awful to think how my income 
must have caught up with me these last few days, with 
no one to sign cheques. No, I don't care what it costs." 

"And you trust me to do the best I can, and handle 
the money to suit myself?" 

"WeU, rather, Slap Dash!" 

"Very well, then. Sign those two papers." 

Vandraken signed, without looking. "I suppose you'll 
do something. Slap Dash — you are good at doing things 
— ^but all the king's horses and all the king's men can't 
put Humpty Dumpty together again. That's the way 
I feel. I wonder if there's any chance that Lady Kitty 
would come and see me?" 

"Of course she will. By the way, I have naturally 
laid low in this business. It is recognised as your show 
entirely; so don't go and say anything to upset that 
idea. As a matter of fact, it was you who took the 
big risk, allowing yourself to be captured, and defend- 
ing the women at the beginning of the fight; and you 
furnished the men and the money and the arms ; so you 
are fairly entitled to the credit. The American papers 
are full of it. They are a sentimental lot over there, 
and they have forgiven you your surplus wealth and 
your method of spending it. I say this because Lady 
Kitty is liable to say very nice things to you about sav- 
ing her from our friend, Muley, and not much about 
me. Now I am going to send the doctor in to feel your 
pulse, and your man to ^slick' you up— then Lady 
Kitty for a heart-to-heart talk." 
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Woman is accused of being inconsistent. She may 
appear so on the surface, and in the little things of the 
little parish, but in her relations to the universe she is 
absolutely consistent. Blindly, undeviatingly, she pur- 
sues her high mission of herding the human race to- 
wards perfection. Selecting and creating, she moves 
forward to that goal as fast as a multitude of obstacles 
will allow, dragging man behind her, as a nurse drags 
a recalcitrant child by the hand. 

Her difficulties are enormous, because not only has 
she to so guide her choice that the highest material 
forms shall result, but she has also to seek her spiritual 
affinity; and so there is the apparent conflict of the 
human being seeking her physical mate, and her soul- 
self, on her star, trying to influence its material form 
to mate physically with the being with whose soul it 
has already made astral union. What wonder people 
do not always know their own minds, and thab two peo- 
ple whose souls have been slowly dragging them towards 
one another across the world, sometimes marry else- 
where on the journey, and, when they do meet, have 
to decide whether they shall sin against the law of the 
universe by obeying the law of the parish, or against 
the law of the parish by obeying the law of the uni- 
verse.? 

266 
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According to Von Tarsenheim's theory, all material 
bodies whose spiritual bodies belong to the same star 
have more or less afSnity ; are in tune with one another 
to some extent ; are even capable of telepathic commu- 
nication, and yet are not necessarily capable of that 
perfect union which must naturally, on account of the 
difficulties in the way, be very rare; but yet towards 
which all womanhood moves, scrutinising every face 
she meets, experimenting, making mistakes, but always 
moving towards the light, like a flower in a dark room. 

It is because of this strong instinct towards per- 
fection in woman that man feels his imperfections in 
her presence. In Vandraken's case, this was accentu- 
ated because his imprisoned soul was groping towards 
him through Lady Kitty's, since they were spiritual 
affinities, to the extent of belonging to the same star. 
Their physical affinity they had felt the first time they 
met. Now it was tremendously accentuated in Lady 
Kitty by the primitive emotions which Vandraken's 
spectacular fight had aroused in her, appealing as it 
did to her instinct towards physical perfection. 

Except in her presence, Vandraken did not exactly 
feel remorse for the way he had spent the last two 
years. True, they had not yielded him all the pleasure 
he had anticipated, and he had no objection to circum- 
stances arising to curtail them, or to pass on to the 
other items he had planned in his life, before schedule 
time. He felt regret that men like Dashmore should 
censure his mode of life, and he was aware that if Lady 
Kitty found out about him she might be prejudiced 
against him. 

But when they were alone together the young man 
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felt the sway of new impulses. The worship instinct 
awoke in him dim perceptions of a higher life which 
made his past seem inadequate. He looked at himself 
with dissatisf action, as a growing girl looks at her red 
hands and her obtrusive feet. 

On the whole, however, it was not his past he quar- 
relled with, but with his present. He had been shaken 
in his allegiance to a material life, and felt the growing- 
pains of the spiritual. 

He was able to sit in a chair now, under the gaily- 
striped awnings of the balcony. It was three days since 
he had recovered consciousness, and he had made won- 
derful strides towards convalescence. Lady Kitty 
shared the balcony. She had quite recovered her pale 
bloom, and more than her usual share of vivacity. Yet, 
since Fabian Dare had come back into her life she had 
changed — as a garden changes when a cloud drifts 
across it. She took life more seriously. 

"Do you know, Mr. Vandraken, every time Miss Sid- 
combe and I look out across the harbour and see the 
Barbaric, we long to row out to her and see what she 
is like inside. We asked Mr. Dashmore to take us, and 
he said he would.'* 

"What !" cried Vandraken, excitedly. 

"Really, now, is there anything astonishing in want- 
ing to see the biggest yacht in the world .'^^ 

"No, no! — of course not. But I don't think Mr. 
Dashmore ought to take you until — ^well, until I am well 
enough to go along." 

"That's what Mr. Dashmore says." 

"Good old Slap Dash! — I mean it would be much bet- 
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ter to wait till then. No hurry. Yacht can't run away, 
you know." 

"Mother was saying to-day how nice it would be if 
you gave us a lift back to Ireland on the yacht. There 
must be heaps and heaps of room, and we could look 
after you. Donoyle would do you lots of good, and 
the people about must be dying to see the hero who 
saved our lives." 

"It would be ripping!" answered the young man. 
^^But the doctor thinks a sailing yacht, you know, and 
a longer voyage, would be best. The Barbaric is too 
fast. And I would like the trip to take a long time, 
so that I could be with you for ever so long." 

Then one of those eloquent silences fell between them 
which ever fall between a man and a woman who are 
drawing near to one another, and marks the stage when 
they have not dared to speak words of love and will 
not put up with the commonplaces of conversation. 

The girl acquiesced happily in the silence, for she 
understood it. The man tried to think of something to 
say. The girl understood that, too, and remained a 
dainty statue in light blue chijffon, looking out to sea, 
chin on hand, waiting to know what it would be. 

"Did you mind my sending those flowers?" he jerked 
out at last. 

"It was an unconventional thing to do; but then I 
like unconventional things — so I liked the flowers, and 
the mystery of the red rose, which, now that you are 
here, you might as well make clear." 

Vandraken looked troubled. "The impulse to put 
that red rose among the white lilies came from outside 
myself. I can't quite explain it — the meaning is, so to 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 869 

speak, on the tip of my thoughts, but I can't get it into 
form or colour. You know what I mean?" 

"Yes. It is like a bar of music you know, and love, 
and can sing in your mind, but can't even hum to your- 
self. All the same, you might have dropped me a line 
now and then. I thought we were going to be such 
good friends, and then, like the Snark, you ^swiftly and 
silently vanished away.' " 

" Tor the Snark was a Boojum, you see,' " ended 
Vandraken. "Yes, I was certainly a Boojum," he mut- 
tered. "If I told you why I vanished away, you prob- 
ably wouldn't believe me; or, if you believed me, you 
mightn't care to have any more to do with me." 

Lady Kitty had been proposed to before, and was 
not unfamiliar with the expurgated confessional which 
sometimes forms the preface. 

"I think," she said, "I would rather you told me a 
few plausible untruths that shocked me. But mind — 
they must be plausible !" 

"I went away from you. Lady Kitty, as the sinner 
sneaks out of the Gospel tent, when he feels he may 
become converted if he stays." Vandraken realised he 
was putting it lamely, but it expressed the way he 
felt. 

"What an unpleasant thing to say, Mr. Vandraken ! 
Surely, I never preached at you! During the last day 
or two we have discussed transcendental subjects in a 
mild way, but I have not tried to upset your disbelief. I 
thought you seemed interested in what I told you about 
Mr. Dare's theories." 

"Lady Kitty," answered the young man, impulsively, 
**you are the last person in the world who would preach, 
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but the effect of your personality on me disturbs the 
equanimity of my — ^weD, I supose you would call it my 
materialism. I don't believe in anything beyond this 
earth, and I don't want to. Why should I? Here my 
position is assured ; if there is anything worth having, 
I can get it ; and there are lots of things worth having. 
But if there is another world, I would probably be as 
badly off there as I am well off here. So, naturally, I 
don't want to believe in it any more than I want to 
believe I shall be a beggar next year, and have to work 
like those niggers down below there in the street." 

**Well, you don't have to. I am not trying to con- 
vert you." 

"But, Kitty — ^I mean Lady Kitty — ^you make me feel 
that I may be all wrong. When I am with you I feel 
linked up with remote regions, where all that I am, and 
have, count for nothing, except as they count against 
me. You make me understand why people build churches 
and cathedrals, and go there to worship. You give a 
meaning to music, you ^" 

"If you please, sir!" It was the valet who inter- 
rupted. He looked much flustered. 

^'What is it, Jenkins?" asked Vandraken, abruptly, 
much annoyed at the interruption. 

Jenkins put his hand to his mouth, and cleared his 
throat, in that mincing fashion servants have when they 
are both amused and nervous. Then he looked mean- 
ingly at Lady Kitty. 

"It's something very important, sir, and — er — pri- 
vate, sir. It's, as you might say, a message from the- 
yacht. "■' think -^ou'd best see about it, Mr. Vandraken,. 
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Lady Kitty got out of her deck chair. •^I'm sure it 
is something you ought to attend to," she said, "and I 
promised mother to go for a drive with her this after- 
noon. Farewell for the present." And she left the 
balcony. 

"It's Mademoiselle Venestra, sir, come ashore in — 
in " 

"The launch, I presume. Go ahead, Jenkins." 

"I was about to say a tantrum, sir. She talks most 
unamiable. It was all I could do to keep her from com- 
ing right up. I think you'd best not keep her waiting,. 
Mr. Vandraken." 

"Of course not — ^perfectly right, Jenkins. Bring her 
right up." 

To himself he said: "Why shouldn't I see her? I'm 
very fond of Veeda, and certainly not afraid of her. 
In fact, I'm glad to see her again." The influence of 
Lady Kitty's presence was growing dim, or he thought 
it was. 

He left the balcony and entered the sitting-room as 
the Cobra glided in at the opposite door, and they stood 
facing one another. 

"You will come back to the yacht with me — ^yes?'* 
she asked, in a suppressed voice, which contained mixed 
notes of command and entreaty. 

"Come back to the yacht? Hardly fit enough yet, 
what? Sit down, like a good girl, and let's talk things 
over." 

"Non ! non !" she answered, maintaining her position, 
and keeping her eyes on the young man. "There is 
nothing to talk over. You will come back to us — yes, 
or no?" 
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"Oh, I say, Veeda! Don't be so intense about it! 
I am sure you all get on first-rate without me. I really 
am not up to the racket yet." 

"It is not that !" she cried, vehemently, coming nearer 
to him. "It is this giri whose life you save ! Oh, I have 
seen her — she is quite pretty, and what they call a good 
woman. She will make you very unhappy, Standeesh, 
for though you do not imderstand it, you belong now 
to my gods, Hiultopec and Venuiac, the wonderful 
earth gods you have worshipped so well. This girl will 
try to win you for her gods, and between them you will 
be pulled asunder and destroyed." 

Vandraken had sat down weakly in a low armchair. 
She came and crouched between his knees. As usual, 
she was dressed in black, and wore the same ostrich 
feather, curling round her head like a cobra's hood. 
**Have we not given you all you sold yourself for, Stan- 
deesh? We have not cheated you, my gods and I — ^no? 
And there is more to come," she went on, without wait- 
ing for an answer. "Oh, much more — Standeesh !" She 
reached up her arms and put them round his neck, and 
he yielded to the seduction of her magnetism with closed 
eyes. 

"Yes, m come back to the yacht," he breathed. "It's 
the only place for me." Then he opened his eyes and 
met the Cobra's narrow gaze burning into his, and for 
the first time — ^whether it was because he was partially 
linked up again with his soul, through Kitty, or be- 
cause a fiercer light of evil burned in them — he felt 
the horror of the demons that danced behind those nar- 
row bars. He felt as other men had felt who looked 
into them in the Paris restaurants, and he rose to his 
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feet with a cry of alarm, the Cobra falling back on 
the floor from the force of his gesture of repulsion. 

She understood then, and laughed, looking up at him 
from the floor, half raised on one arm. 

"Yes — ^it is as I thought. The good woman wins 
you away from us for the moment. Well, I did warn 
you. I am not jealous, but when you leave us for the 
good woman, then" — she rose gracefully to her feet — 

"then I am jealous ; and when I am that But how 

foolish to threaten!" She looked at Vandraken. He 
was sitting with his face covered by his hands, as though 
trying to shut out some frightful vision. 

"Please go away," he said, weakly. *'Go back to 
Paris. I will make you the richest of them all. You 
shall have the palace for your very own, and as^ much 
money as ever you want, but you must go away out 
of my life." 

She laughed derisively. "It is not so simple as that. 
I have plenty money, but the man who have given him- 
self all to the earth gods is not so easy to And. Non ! 
non! I go not out of your life, my friend, and you 
will come back into mine. When the so good woman 
knows why you have the nice fresh face of the good lit- 
tle boy, after you have been such a naughty boy — then 
she will cry out when she look into your eyes, as you 
cry out just now when you look into mine, and cover 
her face from you. . And so you will come back, and we 
will forgive you — Hiultopec and Venuiac, and I, Veeda 
Venestra." 

Perhaps for the first time Vandraken realised the 
woman's fanaticism, the extent to which evil and earthly 
things were a religion to her, and the peril which threat- 
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ened the new kind of happiness he had seen within his 
reach. The extent of her power to wreck it was so 
obvious that he saw he must gain time. Therefore he 
temporised. 

"Go back to the yacht, Veeda, like a good girl," he 
implored. "I am not very well yet. Perhaps to-morrow 
I will come back to you." 

"Very well, then," she answered. "Till to-morrow. 
Then you come back to me on the yacht — or I come 
back to you here, as you like." She turned towards the 
door, but something occurred to her, and, laughing ma- 
liciously, she glided back to Vandraken, and began kiss- 
ing him with her cruel scarlet lips. He only moaned. 
When she tired of it she left the room, laughing, and 
iVandraken fell forward, insensible. 

The following morning Dashmore came into his room, 
looking very pleased with himself. "Why, what's the 
matter?" he asked, when he saw Vandraken's face. 

"It's all up with my reformation. Slap Dash. It's all 
over about Lady Kitty. I find I've got In so deep I 
can't get out. Money won't buy Veeda off — ^I must go 
back to the yacht to-day — ^there's nothing else to be 
done." 

Dashmore laughed. "You can't go back to the 
yacht, old chap, for the very good reason that the 
yacht sailed last night for Zanzibar with a choice cargo 
of assorted jim-jams, and one very angry lady, who 
will be no end of an addition to the Sultan's seraglio — 
I am sending her as a present from the Emperor of 
Germany. He is keen on extending his sphere of influ- 
ence, you know. I told you I would get rid of the 
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Cobra, If money was no object, and that seemed the 
easiest method. I had to pay the captain a terrible 
salary for the trip— enough to make him rich for lif e— 
but he'll earn it, all right, and he knows what to do to 
earn it." 

Vandraken sat up, looking as cheerful as a man who 
has been suddenly reprieved from the gallows. "Slap 
Dash, you are great ! I think you have saved my life ! 
If I didn't know what a damned nuisance unlimited 
wealth is, Vd give you half of mine." 

"Not taking any — ^thanks, all the same, Vandraken. 
You carry your own particular variety of the white 
man's burden. But talking of yachts, J. P. Rhinelan- 
der's big schooner yacht, the Mascot, is at Gib, waiting 
to be chartered. I've cabled for her in your name. A 
long sea voyage will do you no end of good." 

There was a knock at the door, and Lady Donoyle's 
voice was heard, asking if she might come in. She 
entered with a long telegram in her hand, "I'm afraid 
we must leave for home, Mr. Vandraken. I have lost 
my husband. I must go back, and be a widow. The 
people about will expect it of me." 

"Very sudden, wasn't it?" asked Vandraken, desper- 
ately, trying to think of the right thing to say. 

"Yes, but not unexpected. He flew out of the win- 
dow, blowing a trumpet. You know he believed he was 
.the Angel Gabriel, announcing the end of the world; 
and, of course, now he will always believe he was right. 
You two men may think I am heartless, but it's not easy 
to mourn for a husband who has gone mad trying to 
have a better time than he could have." 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



«76 THE SOUL OF CROESUS 

The pretence of sorrow would have been especially 
hard for Lady Donoyle, for the hope of a few years 
of happiness — ^an Lidian summer — of joy with the man 
she lovedy and repulsed, made her pale blue eyes almost 
luminous with happiness. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

A KEBVEOMETER might be an interesting invention. 
An instrument which, attached to the human body, would 
record the units of vibration of happiness and unhap- 
piness that had passed over the nerves in a life-time. 
It may be heresy, but one can't help believing that there 
would be very little difference in the readings of the 
instruments : that people we have always believed to be 
favourites of fortune would record no more units of 
happiness than their apparently ill-starred brethren; 
whereas, people who had been pointed out as pursued 
by bad luck would register as many units of joy, per 
life, as the imaginary darlings of the gods. 

Our own records are badly kept. We are more ready 
to charge than to credit; blame is a cheaper currency 
than praise, and we are more ready to pay it out. Our 
accounts rarely balance, yet it is more the fault of the 
book-keeper than the items. But somewhere out in the 
universe the records are properly kept, the balance fair- 
ly struck. Ask any astrologer how the law of averages 
levels up men's lives, how evenly the scales are held. 
Watch such a little thing as a daily game of cards, and 
note how the luck passes round the table to each in 
turn ; but the players curse their losings, and squander 
their winnings, just as they do in the game of life. 

During the voyage of the Mascot a nerveometer, at- 
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tached to Vandraken, would have registered units of 
joy as swiftly as ever the hand could swing around the 
dial. Wonderful conscious happiness — ^thc knowledge 
that each moment of each day would be perfect ; that 
there would be no swindling of anticipation by a penuri- 
ous realisation — for love keeps its promises to youth, 
if youth will play fair. It does not cheat, like vice. 

We know not what we are here for ; one guess is as 
good as another. If the truth be that we only exist 
to create vibrations of thought, which, turned into real 
beings by the alchemy of the universe, go forth to 
colonise the new-fledged stars, turning some into hells 
and others into heavens — ^Vandraken and Lady Kitty 
created perfect beings during that wonder voyage. And 
why should it not be true? We know that thoughts, 
launched at moments of tremendous emotion, under the 
stress of murder, suicide, or some evil crisis, linger 
round the spot as apparitions, which can be seen, by 
those in tune with them, himdreds of years after the 
ephemeral beings who laimched the thought have even 
ceased their dusty dance as motes in the simbeams. 
If these thoughts of horror have vitality, why not the 
perfect emanations of beautiful young love? Why 
should not its distilled essences and perfect fragrance, 
the sweetness and beauty flimg together by two tempo- 
rarily almost superhuman beings, live on in some fit- 
ting environment, leaving behind only the evil earth- 
bound thoughts to haunt the earth? We keep flowers 
to give off fragrance, we leave the rank weed where 
it grows; but the flowers do not know why we keep 
them, or even that they are flowers to us. Without 
knowing it, we, too, may be flowers, perhaps only in the 
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making; but, by constant selection, moving towards 
perfection. 

As if in pursuance of some such plan, all the ele- 
ments combined to make the love voyage of Vandraken 
and Lady Kitty perfect. The yacht, heeling over to 
a gentle breeze on the beam, slid through the sparkling 
blue as though flower-wreathed mermaids towed it with 
laughter. Or was it only the shy laughter of Lady 
Kitty — the intangible soimds of joy a woman makes 
when she Is yielding herself? 

And yet — she could not banish all thoughts of Fabian 
Dare. With amazement, she found that her feeling 
about him did not clash with her love for Vandraken ; 
that, indeed, her love for Vandraken seemed to vitalise 
her feeling for Fabian Dare, as though they were the 
same person in different moods. 

The truth was the truth of all idealisation. Love 
had lifted the veil between this earth and the star where 
hved their souls, and allowed her to see the original de- 
sign, the immarred work of the Great Sculptor, before 
it had been trailed through the slime of the v/orld. She 
had taken the lump of clay which was Vandraken, and 
out of it fashioned an image after the original and 
perfect design which was his soul. She had once done 
the same with Fabian Dare, but the damaged clay would 
not hold its shape. 

Vandraken was not free from amazement, cither. The 
romantic imagery of his love-making was a constant 
surprise to him, a jewel found in the dust-bin of his 
materialism. He could not connect it with the hyp- 
notic fusion of his personality with Fabian Dare, or 
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Imow that he was wooing the object of his adoration 
with another man's soul. 

He felt almost omnipotent. His money had again 
trimnphed in shutting the door on a life of which he 
had had enough. Sweeping up the fragments of a 
wine-cup drained to the dregs, it had blown away the 
clouds of consequence which he had fancied he saw gath- 
ering, and purchased him absolute happiness. He was 
not even troubled by regrets for his life of the last two 
years — another man was feeling those regrets. He him- 
self, through the invention his money had procured 
him, had come through the flames as he once bragged 
to Lord Ancester he would come — ^like a sheet of as- 
bestos. 

It was the last evening of the wonder voyage. The 
yacht was gliding along the Irish coast, hardly listing 
over to the gentle off-shore breeze, but moving swiftly 
with the set of the tide through a golden mist which 
had not yet repaid its borrowed glories to the dying 
Sim. 

Lady Kitty and Vandraken were sitting in a secluded 
spot up in the bows. The girl's eyes, which had been 
hazed with passion, grew wistful, almost troubled, as 
they came under the influence of the black cliffs which 
towered above them. 

Looking to leeward, there was nothing to be seen but 
the kindly, impalpable element through which they had 
come, with the ease of disembodied spirits; but on the 
landward side they were faced by a dark wall of reality. 
Miles of naked rock, the rough, crude stuff which worlds 
are made of, kicked back the element fawning at its 
feet, the element which had been so kind to the lovers. 
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The soundless sea explored the caves, inquiring their 
purpose, and sent back a menacing roar. The cliffs 
had hurled down pinnacled rocks in the war of the mate- 
rial with the immaterial, as though to warn away the 
yacht from the coast ; now they were snowed over with 
sea-birds, perched, silent and immovable, in the dusk, 
till a cry came out of the fog; and then, obeying a 
common impulse, flying low, they winged their way mys- 
teriously over the water, like earthboimd souls who have 
received their message of release. 

Lady Kitty's sensitive nature felt the influence of 
her environment. "It is almost over, Standish," she 
whispered, "our wonderful voyage. The night is com- 
ing, and round that next headland, where the light is 
just beginning to wink in the lighthouse, is the end 
of " She shivered instead of finishing. 

Vandraken put another wrap roimd her shoulders, 
protectingly, allowing his hands to linger by her throat. 
*'If you are feeling the effects of the night air, darling, 
we will have to go in," he whispered. 

"No, no! I won't go in! Let this happiness last 
while it will. We have created a world of our own here, 
and peopled it with perfection — ^let us get the very last 
minute of it, dear. There may be dreadful phantoms 
waiting for us ashore. I don't like the threatening 
sound of the water in the caves." 

"Oh, I say, Kitty! Don't talk creepy. What can 
come between us? If ever there were two people who 
didn't have to fimk the future, it is you and I. I 
don't want to brag about my money, but you have no 
idea, darling, of all the things it can do for you, and 
all the things it can prevent being done to you. If 
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you have money enough you can defy Fate, and make 
your own plans. I have proved it.*' 

"Knock on wood when- you talk like that, Standish," 
said the girl, rapping the arm of the deck chair witli 
her little knuckles; and then, taking his big hand, she 
rapped it for him against the deck. 

He pressed it in the half-oreverent fashion which 
marked his most impassioned caresses of his fiancee. 

"I didn't know you were such a superstitious sweet- 
heart." 

"I am Irish," she laughed. "Doesn't that entitle me 
to be as superstitious as I like?" Then, reverting to 
her more serious mood, she added: "There is only one 
way to win when you are dicing with destiny, dear — 
so mother says ; and mother is very wise." 

"Well, what does your mother say?" 

"That destiny is like a professional gambler, who 
lets you win in order to encourage you to go on with 
the game; and the only way to get the best of him is 
to get up from the table when you have won." 

The last ray of colour had died out in the western 
sky and returned its borrowed plumes to the vanished 
sun, but the mist had contracted a fresh loan from 
the rising moon, and the yacht drifted, with the set 
of the tide, through a silver enchantment. 

Lady Kitty got out of her deck chair and took her 
lover's hand. "Let us look over the side, dear, and 
watch the phosphorus sparkling. It has come all the 
way with us. We ought to say good-bye to it." 

They watched the capricious glitter in silence for a 
long time. Then Lady Kitty said, dreamily : 

"Let us cheat destiny, dearest." 
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Vandraken laughed. "It isn't worth cheating, sweet- 
heart. I have it licked to a standstill." 

"Yes," answered the girl, tensely, "we are winners 
now. Let us get up from the table and take our win- 
nings with us, down into that wonderful world below 
us, where Fate cannot reach us, and where we will be 
alive with that wonderful radiance as we go down, down, 
down into the element which has been so good to us." 

The young man put his arm round her and turned 
her away, half carrying her resisting form. "We will 
go down, down, down into the cabin, darling, and have 
something to eat, and a bottle of fizz, to get those moon- 
beams out of your dear little head. You can't make 
me afraid of Fate any more. I was afraid, for just one 
day, at Tangier ; but I expect that's because I was 
seedy." 

So Lady Kitty left the moonlight and went down into 
the cabin; but the last thing she saw was the menace 
of the cliffs, more threatening than ever in that uncer- 
tain light. 

Two days later Standish Vandraken and Fabian Dare 
met again. Lady Donoyle having' asked the chaplain 
to make a sixth at dinner, as Miss Sidcombe and Dash- 
more were also staying in the castle. 

Vandraken had dressed rather early, and was alone 
in the drawing-room when the butler announced "The 
Reverend Fabian Dare." He was standing at the far 
end of the long drawing-room, looking at a photograph 
of Lady Kitty, which he had found on a table. When 
he heard the chaplain announced, he looked up, with 
a natural curiosity, at the man Lady Kitty had so often 
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referred to. But the smile of welcome died out of his 
fresh young face, and every vestige of colour. The 
roots of his hair were stirred by a crawling fear. He 
retreated slowly, as though he had seen an apparition. 
His breath caught, as it had when he last looked into 
the eyes of the Cobra. It was not that he recognised 
the man whom he had bought for a scapegoat — ^the face 
was too changed for that; but something so evil and 
so repulsive to him had entered the room that his first 
impulse was to fly from it; his second, to go forward 
and )dll, efface, and destroy it. He had heard of imac- 
countable antipathies, but this instinct to annihilate — 
such as animals have, to destroy abnormal representa- 
tives of their species — ^which now possessed liim was so 
unexplainable that it filled him with that sickening ter- 
ror which only the intangible can inspire. 

If Fabian Dare had recognised the other occupant 
of the room as the man in the motor mask, the two men 
would have been locked in a death grip; but as he did 
not, and only saw a man reeling, and clutching the 
back of a chair for support, he came forward and said, 
solicitously : 

"You must be Mr. Vandraken. But, I say ! — ^are you 
iU?" 

"No, no !" answered Vandraken. "But for God's sake 
. keep away from me !" 

Now for the last month things had been going much 
better for Fabian Dare. Just when it seemed as though 
he could fight no longer his evil dreams, his almost su- 
perhuman temptations had suddenly ceased; and while 
he knew they had left their mark on him, his face had 
changed so gradually that he was only partially aware 
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how dissipated it had grown to look. And yet here was 
a young man, obviously of the world, feeling absolutely 
repelled at the very sight of him. There was no other 
way in which he could account for the curious behaviour 
of the stranger whom he had foimd in the drawing- 
room. He naturally resented it. 

"I don't understand you," he said, sharply, 

"I don't understand, either," answered Vandraken, in 
a strained voice, holding tight to the back of a chair 
to keep himself in check ; "but for your own sake keep 
away from me! Good Lord!" he thought to himself. 
"How can anyone stand such a depraved-looking crea- 
ture as that about? He's hardly human !" 

At that moment Dashmore entered. He noticed im- 
mediately that there was something strained in the at- 
titude of the two men he found in the room, and decided 
it was because they had not been introduced. He came 
forward cheerfully, with outstretched hand. "You must 
be Mr. Dare. If two from three leaves one, excuse me 
introducing myself, but our hostess seems a bit late." 

Vandraken could not believe his eyes when he saw 
Dashmore shaking hands with what looked to him like 
a repulsive satyr. Fabian shook hands as if Dashmore 
had been a long lost brother, so delighted was he by the 
contrast in his reception by the two men. 

Then Lady Kitty, with Miss Sidcombe, came down, 
and greeted Fabian in a kindly, if rather reserved, man- 
ner, introducing him to Miss Sidcombe, who, if she did 
not shake hands, at least showed no signs of repug- 
nance. And Lady Donoyle, who hurried in at the last 
moment, looking whimsically at her crepe, went in to 
dinner with him. 
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**What'8 wrong?" asked Lady Kitty, noticing her 
fiance was eating nothing, and occasionally shivering. 
**Why do you look so strangely at poor Mr. Dare?" 

"It's horrible — absolutely horrible !" he muttered. 

"What's horrible?" asked Lady Kitty. "The sahnon 
cutlets?" 

"No; his face! Great Scott! How can you have 
anyone about who looks like that? It isn't right ! — and 
a parson, too !" 

"Poor dear ! He has got to look a bit dissipated, but 
one mustn't be too hard on people." 

"A bit dissipated ! Why, Kitty, he makes me goose- 
fleshed! It's the most repulsive face I ever saw in my 
life!" 

"You're not well, Standish. I'm sure you are not 
well." The girl was trying to reassure herself, as much 
as her lover, for a cloud seemed to be passing over her 
spirit. The dim forebodings which began to form that 
last night on the yacht were taking a more definite 
shape now that she was in contact with the personali- 
ties of the two men. It was as though that contact had 
completed an electric circuit, over which messages were 
trying to travel. Her Celtic intuition, which, in the 
earlier stages of her friendship with Vandraken, had 
urged her to look at the back of the picture, now seemed 
to be telling her that she dare not ; that she must shut 
her eyes to everything but the physical attractions, on 
which his fight with the brigands had put such an ex- 
aggerated value. Vandraken sat out the dinner in mis- 
erable silence. Fabian Dare left almost immediately 
afterwards. He was acutely sensitive to the other man's 
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antagonism, and resented it all the more bitterly on 
account of his envy of Vandraken's fresh, unsullied face* 

Dashmore, noticing his friend's curiously rude be- 
haviour, went out of his way to be pleasant to Dare, 
a fact of which Vandraken could not be oblivious. He 
spoke to Dashmore about it as soon as they were alone 
in the smoking-room. 

"Great Scott, Slap Dash!" he asked, "how, in the 
name of all that's clean and normal, could you touch 
that chap's hand? I feel like getting drunk to-night, 
to try and get the taste of him out of my mouth. That's 
to say, if I could get drunk," he thought. 

**What's the matter with you, Vandraken?" asked 
Dashmore, impatiently, as he lit a cigar. "To hear you 
talk, one would think you had been asked to dine with 
the devil himself. I would judge from that chap's face 
that he had been going a bit large, trying to have a 
better time than he could have. I expect pink rats and 
skinned monkeys are no strangers to the poor devil. 
But really, you know. Van, you are not in a position 
to criticise the morals or the appetites of your fellow 
men." 

Vandraken was walking impatiently up and down the 
room, stopping occasionally to light his cigar, which he 
then forgot to smoke. 

"I'm not criticising him," he answered, as he stopped 
to pour out a whiskey-and-soda, of such mammoth pro- 
portions that even Dashmore's seasoned notions as to 
what constituted a drink were startled. "I simply know 
that the man's face is the most repulsive and disgusting 
sight I ever saw, and I can't stay in the same room with 
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it, or the same house, or the same country — or, by Gk)d ! 
the same universe !" he added, in a curious, shrill voice. 

Dashmore came over and took the glass out of his 
hand. 

"It's bromide. you need, not this. Ton my word, I 
believe you've got 'em !" 

For he could not realise the truth, and how could 
Vandraken, himself, know that the thing he could not 
live in the universe with was the image of his own soul, 
defaced and soiled by the record he had written thereon? 
If the story had been slowly carved on his own face he 
would have gradually become accustomed to it ; but his 
consciousness came upon the horror as suddenly as 
though he had died, and on his star had met his soul, 
defaced by his own writings, and acquired the agonising 
knowledge that each man is his own recording angel. 

That night, as Vandraken tossed on his bed, he felt 
again that sense of clouds gathering, a fear of the fate 
he had belittled. The world still smiled, but far away 
the mocking laugh of some ribald star came faintly 
to his ears. Or was it the laughter of the gods he had 
so openly defied? 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

But it was one thing for Lady Kitty to try to keep 
her eyes fixed on her lover's youthful good looks, hi* 
amusing originality of thought and expression, his 
light-hearted impulsiveness, and the sense of power in 
the background which his vast wealth added. It was 
another thing to succeed. An invisible hand was tug- 
ging at her skirts to attract her attention; a voice 
seemed, by turns, to implore and command that she look 
away from the bright, fresh canvas, and the gilded 
frame, and dare to look on the back of the picture. 
Sometimes the voice sounded like her own, sometimes like 
Fabian Dare's. 

Perhaps she would have succeeded in resisting the 
voices, or her whimsical humour might have laughed 
them down, had Vandraken succeeded in resisting her 
entreaty that he attend service with her at the Donoyle 
Chapel the following Sunday ; but her lover, not willing 
to admit to himself that he was afraid of his inexplicable 
antipathy to Fabian Dare, consented. 

Afterwards the girl tried to persuade herself that it 
was only an optical delusion, a moment of hysteria ; for 
as the sermon proceeded, and the inspired thoughts of 
Fabian Dare fluttered down from the pulpit, clothed in 
the irresistible magnetism of his voice, the face of the 
man whose personality had made such an impression on 
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her girlish fancy began to lose the soiled look which 
had repeUed her for the last year. She saw him again 
as she had first seen him at Oxford, but strengthened 
and ennobled by the consciousness of hard-won victo- 
ries. He preached from the text, "So God made man in 
his own image." "Perfection," he said, "wishing to 
design something perfect, could do no more. A great 
sculptor, who had set up his masterpiece in the market- 
place, might call to account the passers-by who had 
altered it to suit their lower level — might forgive criti- 
cism, might forgive neglect, but consider the deface- 
ment of perfection as the unpardonable." 

It was at that moment that Lady Kitty had looked 
up at the young chaplain, with the thought in her 
mind that he was the last man on earth to preach that 
sermon, and saw him transfigured in the perfection he 
talked about. 

Then the impulse to look at the back of the picture of 
the man who sat next her, in drowsy boredom, dominated 
her. What she saw passed like a fiash, or something too 
incredible to dwell on. She had caught a glimpse of 
his defaced soul grinning through the mask which he 
had bought and paid for. 

Vandraken, who was yawning at the moment, did not 
notice that she drew away from him. 

That afternoon Lady Kitty went out alone into the 
forest, to do battle with herself, to endeavour to shake 
off the state of mind which threatened to complicate a 
life which had seemed so simple a few days before. Of 
course, all her world would believe that she was marry- 
ing the American millionaire for his money — that was 
inevitable. She herself knew she would have married him 
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for his money if, by some kindly Interposition of Prov- 
idence, she had not happened to fall in love with him. 
And now, if she discovered that she could not marry 
him for love, it would be almost impossible to marry 
him for his money. Existence would sink to that most 
unendurable of conditions — a life-long pretence. She 
was tempted to put her fingers over the lips of her soul ; 
to push away the hand that was dragging her half- 
willing body back from the man who could gratify every 
physical wish that her mind could invent. And the 
cry which, at some time or another, has broken the still- 
ness of the calmest life, rose to her lips : the denuncia- 
tion of the force which had made her half human and 
half divine, instead of all human or all divine. 

The aged, mauve tree trunks remained silent on the 
subject; the flakes of green which formed their leaves 
were yet too soft and young to whisper advice, and all 
the voices of the forest, and the exuberance of spring, 
were ranged on the side of the physical. 

She came to the fallen tree above the river, where, 
one Sunday, nearly a year before, she had talked with 
Fabian Dare, and as she sat down she saw him coming 
along the path from the opposite direction, with a book 
in his hand. 

He hesitated when he saw Lady Kitty; but, moved 
by a sudden impulse, she motioned him to sit down 
beside her. Perhaps she wanted to test the stability 
of that sudden impression about him she had had in 
church. 

"What book have you got there?" asked the girl, 
thankful for the small chance of conversation which 
the novel provided. 
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**The Master Chord," he answered, regarding the 
book lovingly. 

"Why, that's the book everyone is talking about, and 
wondering who the author is! Did you know it was 
the most successful novel written in the last ten years ? 
Even the sensational pulpits refusing to abuse it have 
not affected its popularity. I'm half in love with the 
author. He must have a beautiful mind — ^a poet's mind. 
How he must have suffered ! But you won't like it, Mr. 
Dare — ^you are a clergyman." 

"I preached my last sermon to-day, Lady Kitty," 
answered the young man. "As far as one can resign 
from the church, I am resigning to-morrow." 

"Resigning! But why?" 

"Because — ^because I wrote" — ^he held up the novel — 
^*The Master Chord." 

"You wrote it !" she said, incredulously — ^**you !" And 
she looked into his half -triumphant, half -pleading eyes. 
"Fancy that book being written by a clergyman — I re- 
member a passage which says : *The church is the or- 
chestra, which plays to keep humanity quiet while it is 
waiting for the curtain to rise on the truth.' " 

"I never was a clergyman," he answered. "I had 
something to say — the pulpit was the only place from 
where I could get a hearing ; but now the world is wait- 
ing with bated breath to hear what I will say next. In 
the streets of London, where they trampled me into 
the gutter, into— well, never mind where — they will fight 
over the scraps of paper with my poetry on it — I shall 
be rich — ^why, I shall even be a baronet! You know, 
my grandfather has traced me up. I am the only one 
left of all his grandsons." 
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"Oh, Mr. Dare ! I am so glad for your sake !" said 
the girl, holding out her hand. "I congratulate you 
a thousand times — how delighted you must be — about 
the success of your book, I mean. Aren't you tremen- 
dously grateful to Providence.'^" 

He paused a moment, stirring up last year's leavel=^ 
with his stick before he answered her. 

"I suppose I ought to be grateful, but one some- 
times wishes Providence would begin a little further 
back. Now I feel like a child who has been given sugar 
plums to keep him from crying because he has been de- 
prived of his dearest possession. Yes," he added, bit- 
terly, "everything comes to the man who waits, and 
works while he waits, except the one thing he really 
wants. The stars throw that into the mouth of some 
other man who has neither worked nor waited, but only^ 
opened his mouth and shut his eyes." 

"So some other spoilt child has the sugar plum you 
wanted?" said the girl lightly, half hoping she would 
not succeed in keeping him from speaking the words 
no woman is willing to take for granted. "But you 
know we all think that the other children's sugar plums 
are nicer than our own. What child " 

"Vandraken !" he burst out. "I wouldn't tell you if 
I wasn't certain you already know it. I wouldn't tell 
you if my love wasn't prostrate at the feet of your 
spirit, in such holy reverence as a knight of the holy 
grail might throw himself at the feet of the Madonna. 
I wouldn't tell you if I thought you were giving that 
part of yourself to the man you are going to marry ; 
but you won't. It may not be for me, but it will never 
be for him." 
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The girl was deeply stirred, and bent before the pent' 
up forces which she had liberated; but she made her 
woman's protest: 

"You oughtn't to say such things, Mr. Dare. You 
take too much for granted. Just because Mr. Van- 
draken is rich, you think, like the rest of the world, that 
I am marrying him for his money." 

"I think it is almost worse than that," he whispered. 
«I think " 

"I don't want to know what you think," answered 
Lady Kitty, hastily, getting up from the log ; "and I 
am very angry with you." 

And she went away, leaving Fabian Dare, who knew 
very little about women, under the impression that she 
really was. 

That night, when Lady Donoyle had come to her 
daughter's room to say good-night, the girl almost up- 
set her brilliantly maintained calm by asking : 

"What is the best way to break off an engagement, 
mother?" 

But she managed to answer, with a sleepy yawn : 

"It depends on the reasons, Batty. If moral, you 
take a high moral ground. If financial, you take a 
much higher moral ground. Why, whose engagement 
were you thinking of breaking?" 

"My own." Kitty tried to say it firmly. 

"Few things in this world are worth taking seriously, 
my dear ; but really, a girl should regard her engage- 
ment to the richest young man in the world as some- 
thing too sacred to jest about. I'm afraid I have 
brought you up badly." 

"I'm not jesting," answered the girl, tensely. "I 
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have come to the conclusion I ought not to marry Stand- 
ish Vandraken." 

^TTou don't think he would make you happy?" 

"Not in the right way, mother. It is the worst in 
him that has appealed to me — I did not know it till to- 
day, but I know it now. There is something very bad 
at the back of the picture." 

"As I told you once before, there is nearly always 
dust and things at the back of pictures — ^specially men's 
pictures, my dear. What's the good of looking?" 

"I tried not to, mother. I suppose I wouldn't have 
minded a few cobwebs on the canvas, but there is an 
entirely different picture of Standish painted on the 
back, and it's rather uncanny. A little bit of me wants 
to see more of it, but, thank goodness ! the most of me 
never wants to see it again." 

Lady Donoyle started, and looked almost disturbed, 
but forced the cynical smile back to her pale blue eyes 
as she answered : "You have been got at, Kitty. Some- 
body has been talking nonsense to you, and helping you 
to take yourself to pieces and look at the bits. But it 
won't come to anything. Convention and realities, and 
the good things of life, are stronger in the end than 
moonbeams, and — soul sickness. You have an ingrow- 
ing temperament, Kitty, and it is giving you trouble; 
but it won't last. I shall sleep perfectly soundly. You 
have discovered that you are not as much in love with 
Standish as you thought. Well, I have always known 
that, and been glad of it. You know my theory on the 
subject of marrying for love — marry him for his money, 
and be happy." 

"It is too late now," replied her daughter, sadly. "I 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



«96 THE SOUL OF CROESUS 

would be living among the ruins of an ideal. I shall 
break the engagement." 

"You think you will, Kitty, but you won't. In the 
end you will follow the line of least resistance, like the 
rest of us. Good-night!" She kissed her daughter 
tranquilly and left the room. 
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Vandraken had completely forgotten Bulpitt and the 
Amalgamated Society of Corporation Presidents, but 
they had not forgotten him. Bulpitt, on his return, 
made a complete report on Vandraken, and the threats 
he had made that he would use the money he had re- 
ceived from the American people to buy back America 
for them. The matter was laid before their psycho- 
logical expert, who had made the first report on the 
young millionaire, and he had written an exhaustive 
treatise on the subject, showing that the reactionary 
tendencies cropping out in Vandraken were exactly what 
might have been expected, and that he was extremely 
likely, should his brain survive the life he was leading, 
to use it in combination with his vast wealth along the 
lines he had threatened. 

He showed that the young man was the pendulum 
of concentrated wealth swimg in one direction as far 
as it would go, and that if he failed to dissipate that 
wealth — ^which was extremely probable, owing to its tre- 
mendous bulk — the usual safety valve having failed to 
work, the pendulum would swing back destructively over 
the space it had covered in its Upward movement. 

The logic of this was plain to Bulpitt and company ; 
the rebel millionaire must be dispossessed of his millions 
and thus rendered harmless. 
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Fierce competition, vast resources of raw material 
to be handled for a giant and exuberant young nation, 
have created in America brains to match. Competition 
having been organised out of existence, raw materials 
running in ordered channels, which work like syphons, 
must, in another generation, do away with the giant 
brains which this one has called into existence ; but the 
men who were at the head of the Amalgamated Society 
of Corporation Presidents were of the giant type. In 
a very few weeks a wonderfully devised system was in 
full working order for the destruction of the rebel's 
fortune. 

Curious movements in the stock market shook the 
equanimity of operators who were playing the game on 
the good old lines. Unexpected rushes, up and down, 
of certain stocks, more particularly those in the Metal 
group, had made conversation very interesting to specu- 
lators, and increased the custom of the Walled-off Pas- 
toria bar. A bull movement in industrials seemed to 
be wilting on the stem. Rumours began to leak out 
accounting and discounting the gradual decline in Metal 
stocks and bonds which followed the puzzling rushes. 
The machinery, for instance, on which the billions of 
capitalisation were based was worn out, and a vast bond 
issue, at high rates of interest, was contemplated, to 
replace the said useless plants. It leaked out that the 
supposed inexhaustible mines were in sight of hard pan. 
The labour leaders were holding a conference, the object 
of which, it was rumoured, was to demand a rise in 
wages which would absorb all earnings except six per 
cent, on the real value of the plants. On the very best 
authority it became known that dividends were about 
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to be suspended. The lower the price, the more omi- 
nous the rumours, till the ghastly suggestion of non- 
payment of interest on bonds, and a receivership, was 
referred to in hoarse whispers. 

Vandraken never even looked at stock market quota- 
tions. All he knew was that his income came in faster 
than he could spend it ; and as for the integrity of his 
agents, were they not among the most respected busi- 
ness men in New York.** 

But shortly after his arrival at Donoyle he was 
shocked to hear that his most trusted man of business 
had committed suicide, as the result of bankruptcy, 
caused by the tremendous shrinkage in values of Metal 
stocks. By the same post he learnt that the dividend 
on the common stock had ceased, and an anonymous 
letter informed him that he had better look into his 
affairs and recall certain powers of attorney. He con- 
sulted Dashmore, who tightened his lips and looked very 
thoughtful when he had mastered the contents of the 
letters. 

"There's something doing, Van. Somebody is trying 
to do you dirt ; and, what's more, they have got you on 
the run. It don't matter how big a wall is, if you pull 
the right bricks from under it, down comes the wall. 
Now you thought that was all a joke about Bulpitt, 
but I expect you'll find some connection between that 
joke and this," tapping the letter referring to the bnnk* 
rupt's suicide. "They got the poor devil all snarled 
up, and he woke up one morning to find he was a rogue. 
The writer of this anonymous letter knew what he was 
talking about when he advised you to look into your 
affairs. If I were you, I'd certainly go to New York/ 
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**The fact is," rejoined Vandraken, In a troubled 
voice, "I'm afraid to leave. I feel I am losing my grip, 
as it is. It may be only imagination, but Kitty hasn't 
been the same since we came here. Instead of looking 
at me — well, you know how a girl does look when every- 
thing's all right — she looks at me as if I was a bridge 
problem, and something is troubling her." 

**Seen too much of you, old man. They can, you 
know. It's not complimentary to us, but they can. Give 
her a rest. You have a fight on your hands, if you 
don't want to step out of the millionaire class and into 
the ranks of the gilded youth — and tarnished gilt, at 
that. You have brains, just as well as Bulpitt. Don't 
lay down to him. Let's make another Muley Zidan of 
the cuss. Converting brigands our specialty — ^what.'^'^ 

"Maybe you are right, but I hate to leave her in the 
vicinity of that devil-faced brute. Dare. Ugh! How 
I hate the man ! He has me hoodooed. Slap Dash. It 
may sound mad, but I believe he has something to do 
with the change in Kitty." 

However, before Dashmore was done with him, he 
had persuaded his friend to leave Donoyle for awhile 
and devote his energies to fighting Bulpitt and Com- 
pany. 

It was finally decided that Dashmore should go to 
New York and try to line up the yoimg millionaires of 
Vandraken's own type — the spenders against the money 
spinners. That was the issue as Vandraken saw it. He 
himself would go to London, and work the market from 
there. In spite of the gigantic size of the capitalisa- 
tion, he did not see why Metal Common should not be 
cornered. In fact, the very vastness of the stock would 
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render the men who were selling it unsuspicious and 
easy to trap ; but, all the same, Vandraken knew he 
might emerge from the fight a comparative pauper, 
and thought it only right that Lady Kitty should know. 

When Vandraken and his fiancee met, the day after 
the latter 's talk with her mother, on the subject of 
breaking her engagement, they had so much to say to 
one another that they found it hard to say anything; 
but at last the young man blurted out the truth about 
his financial position. 

"I suppose I would still have a very decent income," 
he finished, "but, of course, that would be very different 
from unlimited wealth." He watched her face eagerly 
for its real answer. 

"This makes it hard for me, Standish," she answered, 
looking very troubled. 

"It needn't," he answered, rather bitterly. "If it 
was my money you were going to marry, and I lose it, 
of course I lose you. I release you till I regain my 
position." 

"Oh, you don't understand !" answered the girl, with 
a despairing gesture. "I came to tell you that I couldn't 
go on with our engagement. Now you have made it 
almost impossible for me to tell you. If you had asked 
me to marry you the first time we met, I would prob- 
ably have accepted you. I was well brought up," she 
put in, sadly. "Still, I would have made no pretence 
about it — I liked you — ^we could have been good friends. 
The next time we met there was a great change in you, 
or at any rate in the way I felt towards you — something 
in you called to something in me. I thought, in my fool- 
ish girl's head, that it was soul calling to soul; but it 
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is hard to distinguish voices. You ought to have gone 
overboard with me that last night on the yacht. Stan- 
dish, I felt there was a change coming — I told you I 
felt it. I know now that it is something evil in you 
that appeals to me, and I will shut the door in its face. 
I am not the worldly girl you first knew. I don't know 
what has changed me, but I am changed. I can see 
two roads before me: one leads to the stars, the other 
leads downward. That is the road where you would 
lead me, and I'd dance down it gaily enough when we 
got started." 

"I suppose somebody has been telling you things 
about my past," said Vandraken, sulkily. "I never pre- 
tended to be a saint, but whatever my life has been it 
has left no mark on me. It's a phase which has passed 
— unless you throw me over. What are women for," 
he pleaded — "good women — ^if it is not to drag men up ? 
It is the good in you which appeals to me. I want you 
a thousand times more than anything eke I have ever 
wanted. Something in me, which never wanted anything 
before, wants you. Why, you have actually made me 
believe there is something beyond this world. You have 
given me back my conscience, and I don't mind having 
it any more. I can't say I like the idea of another 
world, but you have made me see the possibility of it. 
Well, if you drop me now I will fall very hard. It 
won't take me long to get rid of my budding soul. The 
man who won't go near another man because he is too 
near a precipice may save himself alive, but there will 
be nights when the other man's shriek will ring in his 
ears. If my life had left any mark on me, I could under- 
stand. If I looked like that parson chap. Dare ^" 
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"You do!" The words were wrung out of the girl 
in a whisper. "Oh, I don't understand it !" she wailed. 
"Of course, your face can't have really changed, but 
my idea of it has changed," she added, as the young man 
rushed, agitatedly, to the nearest mirror. 

"How absurd !" he laughed, in a relieved voice. "It 
Is some delusion, some dream — it will pass." He tried to 
take her hands, but she shrunk away from his touch. 

"The delusion is there," she insisted. "Perhaps, as 
you say, it will pass. You must go away — I can't break 
our engagement now. I can see it would be cowardly 
in every way. I will try to conquer this delusion. You 
must help me by encouraging what you call your bud- 
ding soul," she added, with a wan smile. "I suppose 
that the power to idealise, which women have, to think 
of a man as perfect, sometimes forces them to see the 
defacement of perfection. It is all very hard on both 
of us. No doubt, a doctor would say I was hysterical. 
You can think that way, if you like, Standish ; but till 
I get over it, keep away from me. Meanwhile, our 
engagement is still a secret, and on trial for its life." 

She left the room without looking back at the man^ 
who could still feel the gaze of eyes which are not eyes^ 
piercing the borrowed barriers of the flesh, and began 
to realise that all Von Tarsenheim's powers might not 
avail against a woman's intuitions. 

Vandraken almost felt grateful to Mr. Bulpitt dur- 
ing the next few weeks, the excitement of the financial 
war which he waged with that gentleman so completely 
took his mind off the suspense and the feeling of catas- 
trophe suspended like a cloud over his head. 

The sensational exploit of Dashmore and Vandraken 
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in Morocco smoothed the way for the former when 
he started to enlist a syndicate of gilded youths in New 
York to oppose the plans of the Industrial Corpora- 
tion Presidents. He showed them that the security of 
their own luxurious lives was threatened by the insa- 
tiable money hunger of the financial giants, "and even 
if it was not," he argued, **it will be no end of fun to 
have a go at the old boys.** So during a few weeks, 
groups of amateur financiers might have been observed 
trying to look very wise as they whispered together in 
the clubs. 

Vandraken had no trouble in getting all the financial 
assistance he wanted in London, and his inherited busi- 
ness instincts responded to the sudden call on them in 
that wonderful way which inherited instincts do. He 
bought options, and he bought stock, at first very se- 
cretly ; but when he had taken so much of the latter off 
the market that he was confident that the bear was in 
the trap, he bought sensationally, and fiUed the papers 
with the true story of the fall in Metal securities. '*The 
thing which couldn't have occurred," the stock which 
was too big to be cornered, was cornered, and Vandra- 
ken showed no mercy to the enemy; but with the silly 
sheep who had got mixed up in the battle he settled on 
terms which stamped him as a financial philanthropist. 

Interviewed by a great paper on what he meant to 
do with his wealth, he reiterated his threat to Mr. Bul- 
pitt : "I mean to return to America and buy it back 
for the American people." 

The million dollars which Dashmore accepted as his 
share of the spoils removed all obstacles to his marriage 
with Miss Sidcombe; though what a happy-go-lucky 
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chap like Dashmore could see in the severe beauty of 
that young lady was still a matter of silent wonder to 
Vandraken, as most marriages are to everyone but the 
two who understand, and to wise old Nature, who knows 
that the average must be struck, if the type is to endure. 

Lady Kitty and her mother were in Paris, where Lady 
Donoyle had taken her daughter to do some shopping, 
confident in her materialistic wisdom that a really good 
trousseau could put the weirdest fancies to flight; and 
it seemed as though events would prove her to be right, 
for as soon as Lady Kitty was removed from contact 
with the two men whose combined personalities exer- 
cised such a curious influence on her, she began to think 
that her ideas about them must really have been the 
result of some passing hysteria. To her mother's great 
delight, she entered into the details of the trousseau 
with real enjoyment, though she still warned her mother 
that she might never wear it, and her letters to her fiance 
were decidedly guarded. 

"I will know when I see him again, after this separa- 
tion," she would tell her mother. "If it was only some 
passing fancy, the result of Mr. Dare's sermon, as 
you suggest, it won't return. How funny — ^not know- 
ing whether you love or can't bear a man ! Also, how 
tragic !" 

But Lady Donoyle did not worry. She still held as 
a reserve the information that it was Vandraken who 
had endowed them with £20,000 a year. 

They say that if one stands in Trafalgar Square 
long enough, everyone one ever knew will pass by in 
procession — though it is extremely probable one would 
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be killed bj a motor 'bus before very many meetings had 
occurred. It was death and a motor 'bus which brought 
Vandraken and Elsa von Tarsenheim face to face once 
more. He had been at the Transatlantic Cable Office, 
in Northumberland Avenue, and was crossing Trafal- 
gar Square, on the way to his club, when he saw a man 
knocked over by a skidding motor 'bus. Before he could 
reach the stricken man, a Sister of Mercy had descended 
from the halted juggernaut and was rendering first aid, 

"Can I do anything?" asked Vandraken. 

The Sister of Mercy shook her head. 

"No one can do anything," groaned the man. "I'm 
done for ! They ought to have killed my wife and the 
kids at the same time — they'll starve now — she can't 
work! My God! It's awful to die knowing what I 
know ! — ^maybe I'll see them starve after I'm dead !" 

The mental anguish of the thought blotted out any 
physical pangs the man was feeling. 

"Look here !" asked Vandraken, impulsively. "If you 
died, knowing that your wife would be given a small 
income, say a thousand pounds a year, would it make 
things better for you?" 

"A thousand pounds a year ! I'd allow myself to be 
killed a thousand times, cheerfully, to get that for my 
wife ! I spent all her money — ^that's how it is — and now 
I can never pay it back, and there will be no peace be- 
yond the grave ! I will be an earth-bound spirit I" 

"Poor man ! He's a spiritualist," said a voice in the 
crowd. 

"I don't take much stock in that sort of thing," went 
on Vandraken, "but if it will make you happier to die 
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knowing that your wife is provided for, I will give her 
a thousand a year!" 

The dying man looked up at Vandraken distrustfully. 
"You are only saying this to soothe me!" he groaned. 
"Men don't give strangers a thousand a year — ^no one 
does — no one can!" 

"I am Standish Vandraken, one of the richest men in 
the world. The sum is absolutely nothing to me. Fd 
be only too glad to get rid of it." 

"Swear it, as you hope for salvation!" panted the 
dying man. 

Vandraken looked embarrassed. "FU give you some- 
thing legal," he said, and writing hastily on a slip of 
paper, signed it. "The Sister here shall witness it," 
and he handed her the paper and stylographic pen. 

"Elsa von Tarsenheimj^ known as Sister Anastasia," 
she signed, and handed it back to the millionaire. 

"You are his daughter !" he exclaimed. "You are the 
girl » 

The Sister looked up at him then, and recognised 
him. 

"Yes, I am the girl you injured; but there is one you 
have injured more. I must see you afterwards. Prom- 
ise that you will not go away without giving me the op- 
portunity. My duty now is to this man." 

Then, the policeman coming up with the hooded lit- 
ter and a surgeon, the dying man was carried away, 
l^ugging the paper which, for him, robbed death of its 
terrors. 

"The waiting-room at Charing Cross Station is the 
best place," suggested Vandraken, and the Sister bowed 
her head in acquiescence and followed him. 
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The occupants of that dingy triumph of the appar* 
ently commonplace, who sat surveying one another with 
listless contempt, wondering why humanity is so un- 
interesting when it travels, and why it sinks to the sor- 
did in a waiting-room, would have changed their views 
could they have overheard the discussion of the incred- 
ible, which was taking place between the millionaire and 
the nun. 

Elsa waved aside his apologies for the wrong he 
had done her the day of the operation. ^^We are not 
here to discuss that," she said, hurriedly. "Such things 
I cannot discuss. There are wrongs on your conscience 
fio great that the trying of your new found wings of 
sin are a trifle in comparison." 

"You know what the operation was, then?" questioned 
Vandraken. "Your father told you, after all?" 

"Yes, I know everything — everything but the name 
of the man whose soul and body you bought with your 
sinful wealth. My father would not tell me that. I 
seek that youth over the world. It is my mission laid on 
me by my church — the church that knows all, that un- 
derstands such forces as my father controls; to get 
undone the awful sin which you and my father have 
comniitted, to right the appalling wrong you have done 
to that young man." 

"I can't see that," said the man without a conscience. 
"The chap was going to have destroyed his body, any- 
way — destroyed it absolutely. It may be a bit dam- 
aged now — I suppose it is — ^but still going strong, I 
expect." 

"Ah! it is like talking to an animal!" exclaimed the 
nun, despairingly. "It is not only what you have done 
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to his body, it is what you may also have done to his. 
soul for eternity. He can hardly have resisted the 
temptations my father tells me would come to him from 
the echo of such a life as yours." 

"I didn't know about souls when I bought your fa- 
ther's invention. I don't know much about them now. 
I don't want eternity — I won't have it!" said the mil- 
lionaire, in the slightly shrill tone his voice took when 
he discussed something which frightened him. 

"You cannot choose about that, any more than you 
chose to be born," said the nun, solemnly. 

"I will buy your father's other invention. I will es- 
cape eternity, if I have to pay millions !" said the ma- 
terialist. 

Elsa looked at him pityingly. "My father has na 
such invention. He is a madman! So says the Car- 
dinal." 

"Cardinal?" queried Vandraken. "What Cardinal?"' 

"The prelate who understands such things as my 
father knows, who also has books," answered Elsa, sol- 
emnly. 

"You can't make me believe that a man who could 
do what your father did for me is mad — ^not much. A 
man who can focus planet rays, as a boy focusses the 
sun with a burning-glass, mad! Your Church has al- 
ways called everyone mad who knew more than his fel- 
lows, or else burnt them for witchcraft! Poor chance 
Edison or Marconi would have stood in the days when 
your Church was supreme " 

"The Church knew that mankind wonld destroy it- 
self with materialism if too much material power got 
into hands too small to wield it. But those planet raya 
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my father talks of, he began with them to delude, to 
make stronger the impression, what you call to fake!" 
In her excitement Elsa reverted to her foreign modes of 
expression. 

"Well, it worked, anyway !" exclaimed Vandraken. 

"Oh, there is no doubt of his hypnotic power — ^it is 
almost imlimited. It is the force which can move moun- 
tains. It is terrific. It is horrible in the wrong hands. 
But it has driven him mad, and he believes now he really 
has focusscd the rays of other planets than the sun. 
All the time it is only electricity — the Cardinal says 
so." 

"rU bet the Cardinal doesn't know what electricity 
is, nor anybody else," retorted Vandraken, "but that's 
not the point. What c^m I do for you? That, I think, 
is why we are in this singularly uninteresting room." 

"Yes ! yes ! You must find the other man ! You must 
get my father to undo the awful thing which he did !" 

Vandraken shook his head. 

"You see, I'm engaged to be married. If the opera- 
tion was undone, and all the results of my high old 
times came on with a rush, it would be all off — even 
as it is, my fiancee seems to be suspicious of my past — 
to scent something wrong." 

"That is it !" cried Elsa, catching at the idea. "Her 
woman's intuition makes her feel the personality of 
the other man in you, and she likes it not. My father 
explained how that would be. The operation undone, all 
winbeweU!" 

"Would it?" cried Vandraken. "Nice object I'd be 
to look at!" 

"No, no ! I assure you the past can be the past. It 
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IS not the body, but the soul, of the other man I would 
liberate. You shall keep your face in this world — ^he 
shall bear the burdfen of it in this life — ^it is nothing !*' 
She looked up ecstatically. "It is of eternity I think." 

"You love that other man !" cried Vandraken, inspired 
to the assumption by the look in her face. 

"Hush!" she answered. "I may not talk of earthly 
love, but there are other worlds — I would not have mu- 
tilated the soul which is my But you would not 

understand. I ask you this, though: Will you go to 
my father, make him tell you who the other man is, 
pay him to release you both, to disentangle your souls? 
Then all will be well with you, and you shall be happily 
married on this earth !" 

"By gad ! it's not a bad idea ! It hadn't occurred to 
me. I could have it undone that way. I'll go and look 
up your father. I don't believe he is mad a little bit." 

Having assured Elsa von Tarsenheim that he really 
meant to interview her father, Vandraken passed out 
of the waiting-room into the whirl of hardened porters, 
anxious travellers, and the pandemonium of screeching 
engines, leaving the nun to wonder at the inconsistency 
of the man, who would give a thousand pounds a year 
to ease the last moments of a stranger, and yet be- 
trayed such heartless indifference to the fate of the man 
he had bought and ruined. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

When Vandraken called at Ballyshannon Castle he 
was received with the same air of mystery which had 
characterised the reception of Lord Ancester. After 
ringing in vain, he saw Von Tarsenheim's head suddenly 
emerge from the ivy-clad tower, heard two bells ring- 
ing somewhere inside, and was then admitted by a Hin- 
doo servant; but instead of being received in the hall, 
he was conducted down a stone staircase, th^n along 
a damp subterranean passage to a large undergroimd 
chamber fitted up as a laboratory. The light which fil- 
tered in through prismatic glass overhead showed him 
the glass-covered machine which had been used in the 
hypnotic operation. There were shelves round the room, 
containing chemicals, and on a table in the centre of 
the room was a scroll, which Vandraken took to be one 
of the four books from the Alexandrine Library. 

As he entered the laboratory Von Tarsenheim ap- 
peared, descending a corkscrew staircase at the other 
end, which Vandraken thought must lead down from 
the ruined tower. 

As far as he could see, the lapse of time since their 
last meeting had made no changes in Von Tarsenheim's 
appearance. The occultist bowed in his formal foreign 
fashion, and regarded his visitor with the familiar mock- 
ing smile which Vandraken had always found so irri- 
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tating. He motioned the young man to a chair near 
the table and faced him across it. 

"Is it that you now wish to buy another invention — 
yes? You have perhaps come to believe in the spirit 
world, and wish to be saved from eternity?" 

"We will talk about that later/' answered Vandraken. 
"What I want now is to be relieved of the effects of 
your first invention. I have had enough of the kind 
of life that makes p, conscience an undesirable posses- 
sion. I want mine back. Groing to be married, you 
know, and that sort of thing. I expect I shall need it. 
Wouldn't be hardly fair to marry without a conscience 
— and another thing, there are flaws in your inven- 
tion." 

"What do you say?" queried Von Tarsenheim, with 
an angry gleam in his strong eyes. "Flaws in my in- 
vention ! Gott in himmel ! You come out of hell with 
the face of an angel, and you say there are flaws in 
my invention !" 

"Well, my fiancee sees through it in a sort of way, or 
else she feels the other man's personality in me. There 
is something wrong, and the only way to straighten it 
out is to disentangle us. Then there is the other man. 
Hard luck on him, you know. He has earned his money, 
and I ought to let him out." 

"You have seen my daughter Elsa? She has been 
talking to you about the other man?" inquired Von 
Tarsenheim, leaning suddenly across the table, and get- 
ting his answer from the surprise in the young man's 
eyes. "You have no conscience — ^you could not be 
sorry for that other man; but Elsa loves him. She 
plagues my life out that I tell her where he is, but I 
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don't. It was such a good joke on Elsa." The occultist 
began to laugh in his harsh cackle. ^^They were nearly 
affinities, those two, but not quite. Still, the young man 
so starved, so long without talking to a nice girl, he 
think he love Elsa ; but when I have him hypnotised, I 
suggest he like, her not, and so it was. Oh ! it was funny 
to see them ! But I did not want your scapegoat for a 
son-in-law. And besides, his real affinity is on earth!** 

"I wonder if he is mad?" thought Vandraken, but 
he harked back instantly to his request to have the 
operation undone, as far as the future was concerned, 
offering another hundred thousand pounds. 

"No, my friend," answered Von Tarsenheim. "Money 
is not everything. It is the invention — to watch the 
plans work out. Besides, I will soon be as rich as you — 
Dr. von Tarsenheim, who can cure the fear of death — 
who can sell the draught of everlasting sleep." 

Vandraken, with Elsa's suggestion of insanity in his 
mind, did think he detected a wild light in the strange 
eyes which bored into his own. Thinking that it was 
only a question of money, he raised his offer. 

"I'll double the amoimt. Von Tarsenheim." And 
thinking there was no question of its acceptance, he 
asked whether the occultist knew where the other man 
was. 

"Oh, yes," grinned the occultist. "I know, but I will 
not tell. Only this I tell : you have seen the man your- 
self. It must have been very funny when you see him. 
I tell you what I do. Find the man — ^bring him here — 
and I imdo the operation. Yes, find the man who bears 
the picture of your soul on his face, and if you can 
bring him here — good! I do as I say. But you will 
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kill each other — ^you will never get here ! Oh ! it is very 
funny !" And the stone-vaulted chamber echoed with the 
corrosive merriment of Abdul. 

"By God! I believe you are madP* exclaimed Van- 
draken, angrily. "And, what's more, you are about 
half a fakir ! All that talk about planet rays was fake, 
just to try and impress me. You're not the only hyp- 
notist on the platform — there are others." 

"Oh, yes, there are others," laughed Abdul, "and I'm 
mad, and a fake ! You have discovered it at last — ^you 
and my daughter, Elsa. Well, go and discover the other 
man — the man with the picture of your soul on his face, 
and then you will be mad!" He rang a bell, and the 
Hindoo appeared. "Farewell, my ungrateful young 
friend !" And he signed to the Hindoo to conduct Van- 
draken up the staircase. 

The young man left Ballyshannon in such wrath as 
only one who has been able to buy anything he wants 
feels when a shop is shut in his face. From a window 
above the hall Elsa watched him drive away. 

He was not staying at Donoyle Castle. He had 
bought an estate on the opposite side of the river, and 
moved into the house. To his surprise and delight, he 
found Lord Ancester, looking lean and brown, waiting 
for him on his retui*n that afternoon. 

"Where have you been all this time?" Vandraken 
asked, when they had finished shaking hands. "We were 
all beginning to be more than a trifle worried over not 
hearing from you for so long. Tell us all about it." 

"Nothing much to tell," answered Lord Ancester. "I 
was knocking about the Sahara desert, and got nipped 
by a fever — had to spend a couple of months on a small 
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oasis on my way back — that's what delayed me. But 
how about you? I hear you are engaged to marry Lady 
Kitty, and I don't like it. You wouldn't, either, if you 
had a conscience. What have you done with the Cobra.?'* 

"Shipped her off to Zanzibar — ^present to the Sultan 
— great scheme. She was going to make trouble, but 
that's all right now." 

**I wonder," said Lord Ancester, reflectively. *'Look 
here ! I oughtn't to allow this marriage to take place^ 
knowing what I know ; and, what's more, I won't allow 
it until that danmed operation has been cancelled, and 
you get unhypnotised and normal. Are you willing to 
do that?" 

"Oh, I'm willing enough," answered Vandraken. "I 
went to see Abdul about it this afternoon, but the old 
devil won't undo the thing. Says it's more fun watching 
his invention work than making any amount of money. 
It's not very pleasant to think about, Ancester, but I 
believe that in my anxiety to get the good of my money 
I have put myself in the power of a madman with a 
mania for experimenting on human minds. I have paid 
a hundred thousand poimds for the privilege of being 
used as a human guinea-pig, by a hypnotic crank. Good 
joke on me — ^what?" 

"Look here!" said Lord Ancester, earnestly. "You 
are making no mistake, are you? You are certain that 
Von Tarsenheim absolutely refuses to let you out?" 

"He said that if I would find the other man myself, 
and bring him to Ballyshannon, he would imhypnotise 
me, but not otherwise." 

"Does he know where the other man is?" asked Lord 
Ancester. 
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"He says he does. He even claims that I, myself, 
have seen him lately/' answered Vandraken, uneasily. 
"But he also asserts that I would never recognise him. 
He laughs when he thinks about it, Ancester. There 
is something devilish about it all. I wish I was well 
out of it." 

"You shall get out of it," said Lord Ancester, be- 
tween his teeth. "I started this ball rolling — ^now I'm 
going to stop it. I thought we might have spared him, 
but we can't. I let loose the hounds to-morrow." 

"What are you going to do? — ^what can you do 
against that mocking fiend .^" asked Vandraken, eagerly. 

"You wait, and see," answered Lord Ancester, re- 
lapsing into his tired manner. "I learnt a little about 
Von Tarsenheim's game out in the land of Egypt." 

Vandraken had written to Elsa, informing her of her 
father's refusal to end the hypnotic operation until he 
found the other man. To his great surprise, he re- 
ceived the following letter from Elsa a few days later : 

"I have found your victim. When I told my father, 
he laughed *in his cruel way, and said: *Very well. I 
shall be busy for the next few days, but if you can get 
the men to meet here next Thursday night, and if, after 
meeting, they still want me to free them — good ! I will 
do it. But they must not meet before, or know anything 
of who the other is. That, for me, would spoil the so 
nice fun.' Will you meet your victim here next Thurs- 
day night?" 

And Vandraken, having written tq Elsa to say he 
would be on hand, went over to Donoyle to tell Lord 
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Ancester of the change in the situation, only to find 
that he had left the castle without giving any address, 
and that nothing was known of his whereabouts. 

After his acknowledgement as heir by his grandfa- 
ther, Sir Humphrey Dare, of Knockmoume, in Galway, 
Fabian had gone there on a visit. 

The old baronet had shaken his head sadly when he 
saw the marks of dissipation on his grandson's face, 
thinking that they were only an additional proof of 
his ancestry from his own dissolute son; but he re- 
mained silent on the subject. 

Then Fabian had returned to Donoyle to pack up 
his belongings, and, walking one day in Ballyshannon 
Glen, by the side of the mountain torrent, which sang 
such a wonderful song of sleep among the mossy boul- 
ders, he had come face to face with Elsa. 

Vandraken's eyes had been too clouded by the horror 
of his own reflection to recognise Fabian, but Elsa, 
coming upon him suddenly, round a bend in the forest 
path, stopped, and stood looking at him, with eyes 
which, though already half withdrawn from earthly 
things, gazed at him inquiringly, as though demanding 
recognition. But he did not recognise in the nun any 
resemblance to the girl who had flitted across his life, 
and from whom he had been cut ofl^ by the gulf of dark- 
ness. So he, too, looked at her inquiringly. 

"I am Elsa von Tarsenheim," said the mm, in a trou- 
bled voice. 

"Elsa!'* he cried, the remembrance of his suddenly 
changed feelings stabbing his memory. "Did your fa- 
ther send you to me?" 
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"Not my earthly father/' she answered, In a low voice. 
**The Church knows everything — the Church which has 
fought and overthrown such inventions as my father's 
whenever they have been made. The Church which 
knows all, and keeps its secrets, is again going to de- 
stroy the works of darkness/* 

"Can your Church imdo what has been done?'* asked 
Fabian Dare, eagerly. He was not without faith in 
the potency of that mysterious, unending religion which 
the nun represented. "Does your Church know what 
was done to me that day? — ^but how can they?" 

'^Through what I know and through their own knowl- 
edge of ancient occultism, which is almost as great as 
my father's. They, too, have books from the Alexan- 
drine Library." 

Fabian came forward eagerly. "Tell me, for God's 
sake ! tell me !" he asked. "What was done to me that 
day?" 

Elsa looked pityingly at his face. "There was much 
done that day," she answered, with a break in her voice. 
And then she told him. 

When she had finished, Fabian Dare laughed in a 
way which caused Elsa to shut out the sound from her 
ears with trembling hands. 

"He got his ten thousand pounds' worth — that man — 
didn't he?" he laughed. "But I will kill him, and get 
my own face back !" 

"No ! — ^no ! Not that ! You must not kill him ! It 
may be only a superstition — ^but if it shouldn't be a 
superstition " 

**What do you mean?" 
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**That if you kill him, your soul will bear his sins for 
an eternity!" 

"It can't be true — ^there is no reason for it !*' 

*'But if it should, Fabian J— if it should !" The nun's 
eyes, in their solicitude, became a woman's for a moment. 
"Besides, there is no need. You will come to Ballyshan- 
non, and the other man will come, and the operation will 
be undone. You will get back your soul again, and 
gradually the other man's record will fade from your 
face. But there is no time to waste. My father is los- 
ing his power. Strange disturbing things have been 
happening at the castle. It is built over caves, and is 
honeycombed with secret passages, built as a method of 
escape in old times. We became conscious, a few days 
ago, that there were others besides ourselves living in 
the castle." 

"Ghosts," suggested the young man. 

"Do ghosts steal books?" asked the mm. "No, they 
are not ghosts. There is even a smell of cooking ; and 
they have taken three of the Alexandrine books from 
which my father got his power. They have taken them, 
and still they live in the castle. We hear them, like 
rats in the wainscotting. Ah ! something terrible is go- 
ing to happen. My father knows it. But, more ter- 
rible than all, he is about to commit the unforgivable 
sin — ^he is going to try to destroy his own soul and 
escape immortality! It is frightful!" wailed the nim, 
covering her face with her hands. "It is such a little,, 
fragile thing, this world, and one little atom on it is 
shaking his fist at the universe and tampering with its 
sacred laws." 
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**He will succeed," whispered the young man, "as he 
succeeded with me." 

"He cannot — ^he cannot! He has all the powers of 
Saturn at his back, but he cannot win. The other man 
will bribe him with gold to undo the operation, then he 
will be abducted to Rome, and confined in the — ^yes," she 
hurried on, "he will be isolated. The Church has always 
come to the rescue when science threatened the earth 
with destruction ; the Church that knows all — ^the only 
safe custodian of such secrets as my father has. It 
will not be the first time it has intervened." 

Fabian Dare was listening, breathless, to the disjoint- 
ed words of the nun, but he was not the man to disbe- 
lieve. He had had too much proof of the forces that 
underlie the calm surface of the world to be incredu- 
lous. 

"You will come to Ballyshannon when I send for 
you?" she asked. 

^TTes," murmured Fabian, and the nun turned to go. 

"Wait !" he said. "I want to explain something about 
our last meeting." 

She laughed bitterly. "I could explain that better 
than you, Fabian. My father told me, himself, when 
he was mocking me because I took the veil. Good-bye 
for the present !" And she turned and left him, going 
back to Ballyshannon. 
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• • • Yoa may nm, you may dodge, you may twist, yoa 
may bend. 
But the flying phantoms win in the end. 
Ho 1 ho 1 young man, ho ! ho ! 

Hate you ever seen the gathering of the whirlwind? — 
the mechanism of the water-spout at its source? It 
is rather like the massing of the clouds of consequence, 
the whirlwind of fate. 

A man has voyaged all the day on some semi-tropic 
lake, through the sunmier heat, under a sky burnished 
and cloudless. The low, swampy shores in front, and to 
the left, are only visible as broken smudges. To the 
right there is forest, fringed with palm trees. Far 
away, .among the broken smudges, the white houses of 
the town, which is his destination, dance uncertainly 
upside down on the hazy horizon, like the city of a 
mirage; but the utter calm will not let him reach the 
city. The heat steals the energy which might have bred 
suspicion of this soundless, cloudless world. Looking 
back, lazily, he suddenly notices between his boat and 
the fringe of palms something which looks like a cloud 
of steam, rising out of the lake; but it only arouses 
curiosity. Fear will come later. Then it begins to twirl 
like the draperies of a Nautch girl, little tendrils of 
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vapour detach themselves and drift upwards, pretty lit- 
tle sprite-like children of the spectre which is risiiig 
behind him. All day he has longed for clouds to break 
the monotony of the staring sky and give him respite 
from the torture of the sun. There is a very black 
cloud overhead now. Those little harmless sprites have 
woven it. Of a sudden the silence is broken by the jab- 
ber of myriad insects and reptiles along the shore, like 
the chatter of waiting thousands in an amphitheatre — 
*^Ippe coax coax** — then the alligators begin to bellow 
in the swamps, and down in the lake, under the becalmed 
boat. From far away on the cattle ranges comes a 
lowing sound with a note of fear in it. The beasts have 
smelt out the angel of destruction which has been loosed 
in the land. It comes through a narrow path in the 
forest — an icy breath rushing through the heat — ^bend- 
ing down the tree tops as though a giant was forcing 
his way through them. The long pennons of the palm 
trees stream out for a moment, then it leaves them and 
rushes across the lake, so quickly that it hardly licks 
the water into foam. The insect chorus, which had 
ceased with alarming abruptness, begins again, but more 
quavering ; they are asking each other who will be taken, 
who will be left? The man in the boat was the last 
created thing to feel that something was wrong. His 
sense of omnipotence is not so easily conquered ; but he 
feels disturbed as he looks back and notes how the spec- 
tre has grown. It is twirling upwards, and yet sidling 
towards him. He hears a sound like the tap of a 
drum — ^the first beat of a tom-tom at some mysterious 
rites of demon worship. He suddenly feels lonely, as 
though the powers on whom he had leant had forsaken 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



8S4 THE SOUL OF CR(ESUS 

him and left him to be the sport of the creatures of 
darkness. Everything in front of him is still clear and 
sunny, but his past is rising up behind him. At the 
soimd of the 'thunder the chatter of insects ceased again, 
but the moan of the cattle comes louder. He looks back 
fearfully at the spectre. It has linked itself up with 
the cloud overhead, and they are dancing towards him 
across the water, hand in hand. The surface, as it 
comes, is broken up and lashed into foam, as though 
by water-devils sporting in front of it to see the fun. 
In a moment the man feels very weak and small, a fly- 
speck on the face of the universe. The angel of destruc- 
tion will pass over him in a moment, and nothing of him 
wiU remain but the thoughts he has thought. He 
watches the water-spout, too hypnotised even to lower 
the sail. As he watches, a flame corkscrews down the 
advancing column of water, there comes a clap of thun- 
der, and the broken water-spout is dashed against him 
by the whirlwind. That mirrored lake is now a tumble 
of frantic water, on which his boat sometimes appears 
on the top of a wave. His world is falling to pieces 
around him in ferocious crashes. When it seems as 
though nature had done its worst, still greater forces 
are loosed — ^louder thunder, more blinding lightning, a 
crueller hurricane. He feels smaller and smaller; the 
cities men have built shrink to ant-heaps^ existing by 
sufferance. He wonders how men have ever dared to 
patronise the gods, who wield such weapons as are 
thrashing him now. And because he has acknowledged 
his nothingness, and lost his egotism, he is, perhaps, 
allowed to be hurled, limp, but alive, on to th^ shore 
which was his destination. 
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Lady Kitty and her>inother returned to Donoyle from 
Paris on the Monday. 

On Wednesday night there was to be a dinner party 
at the castle. Lady Donoyle always gave a series of 
dinner parties to "the quality" who inhabited that end 
of the county when she returned after a long absence. 
As this party was to formally announce the engage- 
ment of her daughter to Vandraken, she hoped the peo- 
ple would overlook the fact that she was in mourning. 

Her mother's influence, the absence of Vandraken, 
the materialism of life in Paris, having blotted out from 
Lady Kitty's mind the unpleasant impression of Van- 
draken which had fastened on it, she had decided to an- 
nounce the engagement, even going so far as to adver- 
tise in Paris for a courier maid for the honeymoon. 

After interviews with several, she had finally selected 
a young woman with a neat figure, whose intelligence 
impressed her more than any of the other applicants. 
The woman's hair was very dark, her lips paler than 
her clear skin would indicate as natural. She had a 
wonderful knowledge of all the cities in Europe, and 
the only drawback Lady Kitty could notice was that 
she had weak eyes, requiring glasses ; and even this, she 
assured her mistress, was only a temporary trouble. 

It was the evening of the dinner party, and Lady 
Kitty had lain down in her room to rest between after- 
noon tea and the dressing-gong. She may have been 
asleep, and dreamed, or it may have been a trance-like 
vision sent to her as a warning, but she saw her wed- 
ding day hour by hour — ^as vividly as though it were 
taking place at the moment: The procession up the 
aisle of the ancient chapel, the names of her ancestors 
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on the stones over which she walked ; for beneath every 
flagstone slept a Poher, and above her head their lances 
were couched in the rafters. They seemed to rise up 
from the stones — ^pictured as they were on the walls of 
the castle — to try and bar her passage to the altar 
steps. But she made her way through them to where 
her affianced husband stood, smiling triumphant wel- 
come. 

As she came up to him she saw the anguished face 
of Fabian Dare. He, too, like her spectral ancestors, 
seemed to be waving her back ; but some stronger force 
urged her forward, and she heard every word of the 
marriage service, in the Bishop's solemn voice. 

Then came the moment when she went up to her room 
to put on her travelling dress, leaving the guests laugh- 
ing in the hall below, handing about the rice and the 
ball slippers. 

Vandraken accompanied her down the corridor, and 
stood for a moment at the door of her room. He 
opened the door for her, and she entered.' The maid 
Was standing near by — ^her back was turned. 

Then her husband's voice called to her, in tcmes shrill 
with fear, to come out. As he did so the maid laughed 
softly as she slammed the door, and locked it. She 
could hear him beating on it with his hands and calling 
for help. Again the maid laughed, but now she turned 
round. Her face was changed — ^the glasses were gone, 
and eyes which were alive with evil looked into her own. 
She tried to shut her eyes, but some force held them 
open, compelled them to look into the glittering things 
in front of her. They seemed to her like the eyeholes 
of a stereopticon, looking through which all manner 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SOUL OF CRCESUS 8«T 

of horrible pictures succeeded one another, like a kine- 
toscope gone mad. 

She sank to the floor, and the woman sank with her, 
coiling round her like a snake. She tried to scream, but 
no sound came. She saw herself, a crumpled heap of 
lace and satin, the woman coiled among them, like a 
black snake in a bed of lilies. The woman did not seem 
to say anything, only to force her to look at the pic- 
tures. In every one of them she saw Vandraken mov- 
ing through scenes of saturnalia, with a face which 
every picture made to look more and more like the face 
she had caught a glimpse of in the chapel the last time 
Fabian Dare ever preached. Dimly as such things come 
in dreams, she received an impression of the whole hor- 
rible story. 

Again she tried to scream, and this time succeeded, 
and, as she did so, woke. A woman was bending over 
her. 

At first, she thought it was the shadow of her dream, 
still haunting her, so thin is the line between the dream 
and the reality. 

"Miladi has the bad dream — ^yes?" It was the voice 
of her maid. Then came the cruel, padded laugh the 
woman had given in her dream when she shut the door. 
Then the same eyes forced themselves upon her — the 
sin-saturated eyes which hardened men had not dared 
to look into. 

Lady Kitty tried to scream again. This time she 
failed. All her faculties seemed to have been frozen up, 
except the power to see and hear. 

"I meant that you should marry him first, and then 
I'd tell you all about him, but I could not wait. It was 
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weak of me — but I could not wait. Perhaps it is bet- 
ter for me that you do not marry him — ^me, Veeda 
Venestra, to whom he is married by all the ceremonies 
of ihe temples ! The little fool ! She has fainted/' ob- 
served the Cobra, suddenly noticing that her victim's 
eyes were closed. "And I had so much to tell her. But 
I think I did tell her in her dream — ^yes, I think she 
will not marry him now." She glided out of the room, 
locking the door behind her. As she did so the sound 
of the dressing-gong invaded the corridor. 

An hour later, in the drawing-room, Lady Donoyle, 
who looked radiantly happy, in the belief that life was 
at last going to give her her little hour, was doing her 
whimsical btot to make the local people and a few smart 
friends who had arrived from London mingle. "It is 
like mixing the yolks and the whites of eggs," she once 
complained to her daughter. "The yolks are sticky, 
and the whites are slippery and frothy. 

"My dear Mrs. Vampenstein," she observed to the 
latest fashionable Jewess, who staggered beneath the 
load of overgrown diamonds her husband had filched 
from his company in South Africa, "you positively must 
know Sir Brian Conmieragh. He is the most delight- 
fully rude man I ever met, and the only consistent 
woman hater I know. Promise that if he says anything 
originally horrid you will tell me afterwards! Talk 
poUtics to him — he knows so much about statecraft that 
they wouldn't have him any longer in the House — they 
couldn't answer his questions." 

"What a musty-looking old man," thought the Jew- 
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ess, though, as a matter of fact, he had a magnificent 
head, and the remains of great physical strength. 

"Don't you think. Sir Brian " she simpered. 

"Not when there are ladies present," growled the 
woman hater, although he really did not classify smart 
Jewesses in that category. 

"Oh, do tell me what he said, Mrs. Vampenstein !"' 
begged Lady Donoyle of her irate guest, as she sailed 
away. 

"I wonder why the Lord didn't choose a people with 
more sense of humour ?" she pondered, as Mrs. Vampen- 
stein complained of the insult. 

Vandraken was moving about restlessly in the back- 
ground, wondering what made Lady Kitty so late. The 
evening was already spoiled for him by the presence 
of Fabian Dare, for whom his antipathy seemed to in- 
crease every time he saw him. 

"Yes," he overheard Lady Donoyle say to a thin lady 
with an early Victorian coiffure and an air of benign 
resignation, "I, too, am troubled with jackdaws. I am 
thinking of having a jackdaw drive — put sweeps in all 
the chimneys, and post the guns on the roof." 

"Chimney pots ! Ha ! ha !" suggested the wit of the 
neighbourhood. 

"No ; but seriously," insisted Lady Donoyle, "I think 
the breeding of jackdaws for trap shooting at Hurling- 
ham might be a wonderful Irish industry, now that 
pigeon shooting is forbidden ; and really " 

The butler entered, wearing that wistful look which 
means that he would speak in confidence to the mistress 
of the house. 

"Her ladyship's maid has sent word that an accident 
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has befallen her ladyship's dress, and please not to wait 
for her," whispered the butler to Lady Donoyle. 

"Then we will not wait, Richardson," she answered, 
cheerfully. 

A cold feeling of foreboding assailed Vandraken as 
he walked alone into the great banqueting hall, hung 
with the armorial shields of the Pohers, and looked 
gloomily at the empty place on his right, where his 
fiancee should be sitting. 

Something of his apprehension spread down the table, 
like the stain of spilt wine. The conversation was spotty 
and hectic, rising in little gusts, and then dying out, 
leaving some nervous person saying nothing in a loud 
voice. 

"Yes," Mr. Strayne was heard to say to the lady on 
his right, regarding her with that bland semi-possessive 
look with which some country clergymen contemplate 
their female parishioners, "I do believe that" — ^the tide 
of conversation fell suddenly, and left him stranded with 
the commonplace — "the very hairs on our heads are 
numbered." 

"By the other women," murmured Lady Donoyle to 
Sir Brian Commeragh, who chuckled. 

"No, dear Lady Runington," she replied, in answer 
to a question from that gay lady, who cheated at bridge, 
*Hhat is not an early Christian martyr. That is our 
clergyman, Mr. Strayne. He is rather a dear, but his 
soul needs a pill." 

*1 have always wished / had less soul," said Lady 
Runington to Sir Brian, with an intense look. 

"That enlarged temperament, which an atrophied 
conscience enables a woman to call her soul, is the curse 
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of modem civilisation," growled Sir Brian, and was 
allowed to finish his salmon in peace. 

"It is very naughty of Kitty, doing this !" Lady Do- 
noyle called down the table to Vandraken, who tried 
to smile responsively. 

The elderly bore who had rehearsed with himself a 
speech to dampen the joy of the happy couple, began 
to feel that it waS| evaporating, and the dinner wore on 
to the entrfe. 

"What a fearful job!" observed Lady Runington, 
indicating a crudely made up woman at the other end 
of the table. "She is partly American, isn't she?" 

"Only her teeth, I think," answered Lady Donoyle. 
"But there! I hear Kitty coming at last!" she went 
on, as a rustle of skirts was heard at the door. 

Everyone turned round in anticipation. Vandraken 
gave a sigh of relief. The man with the speech thought 
he could bring it off, after all. 

The door opened slowly. The first intimation the 
others had that something must be very wrong, was 
Vandraken's chair going over with a crash. Then every- 
one rose to their feet convulsively. Even Lady Donoyle 
lost her calm, and could only point, and look question- 
ingly and reproachfully at Vandraken, as the woman 
who had entered glided slowly towards him, with hands 
slightly outstretched, and a smile of evil triumph in 
her devil's eyes that made shivers run down the back- 
bones of the silent, frozen spectators. 

The Cobra wore her favourite style of clinging, span- 
gled dress, and she was blazing with jewels. A huge 
diamond snake coiled through her black hair, and its 
head seemed to hiss on her forehead. Vandraken had 
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been profuse in his gifts of gems, and the Cobra wore 
them all. Mrs. Vampenstein's looked like trinkets be- 
side them. 

Vandraken lurched forward like a drunken man to 
meet the dazzling apparition. 

"How did you get here?" he stuttered, hoarsely. But 
his voice sounded like a shout in the breathless silence. 

Veeda Venestra gave vent to her little padded laugh. 
^*I am the maid of Lady Kitty, who is not well enough 
±o come down to her betrothed, and I have come back 
to you, Standeesh — ^back from Zanzibar. You should 
not have sent me to Zanzibar, Standeesh." 

"Lady Kitty's maid ! My God ! she may have killed 
her!" cried out Vandraken, in a voice resonant with 
apprehension. * We must go to her at once ! — at once !" 
And he made for the door, followed by all the guests 
and the servants. 

Sir Brian Commeragh went out, growling something 
about women spoiling any dinner, for he considered 
the menu most promising. 

But the Cobra sat down in Lady Kitty's place and 
ibegan to eat. She was used to dining alone. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

Great forces beat about us, and the notes 

Of harmonies so vast we cannot hear. 
Gody in His kindness, veils his greater things 

From little men upon a little sphere. 

Some "Peeping Tom,*' who, clutching at the veil. 
Has caught a glimpse, beyond the great divide. 

Of works awhirr in God's own power-house. 
Has staggered back and tried to tell, and died. 

Vandkaken went to see Von Tarsenheim two hours 
before the appointed time. Hearing that Lord Ancester 
would be at Donoyle that evening, he left a note for 
him, telling him that he expected that the hypnotic op- 
eration would be undone without his intervention. 

He went early because he wanted to get Von Tarsen- 
heim to use his hypnotic power to quell the nerve storm 
which was sweeping Lady Kitty. 

They had found her raving in paroxysms of hysteria, 
which the doctor seemed unable to allay. Brain fever, 
caused by nervous shock, he diagnosed, but confessed 
himself puzzled. 

The poor child seemed to have a delusion that she 
had sold herself to the devil, and that he was coming 
to claim her. Sometimes it was Vandraken she feared 

333 
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was coming to claim her. They were evidently mingled 
in the fever clouds of her mind. 

To her mother's horror, she would call on Fabian 
Dare to come and save her; and Vandraken, listening 
at the door, heard her, and felt that his punishment 
was more than he could bear — that the storms of con- 
sequence which were buffeting him were beyond human 
endurance. So, pocketing his pride, he had gone to the 
occultist, to offer him millions to remove the delusions. 
For, having no conscience, he could not feel that he 
was unworthy, or that he was even specially responsible 
for what had occurred. 

When Fabian Dare stood in the rain, and knocked 
at the door of Ballyshannon Castle, that evening, Elsa 
admitted him herself. "Our Efindoo servants have dis- 
appeared,'* she told him, **unless they, too, have gone 
to live with the unseen inhabitants of this frightful 
place, for the noises down below and in the walls have 
been very loud to-day." 

*^Has your father consented to undo the operation? 
Will he give me back the soul that I bartered away?'* 
asked Fabian, shivering as he watched the shadows in 
the hall, expecting, every minute, to see the dreaded 
face of Von Tarsenheim emerge from behind some pil- 
lar, to devastate him with that awful mocking smile. 

"He has consented," answered Elsa. "He was unwil- 
ling, but the young man had much money to offer, and 
he offered it because he believes that only thus will the 
love of the lady at Donoyle be restored to him, and her 
reason to her. The young man who wore the motor. 
mask that day — ^the young man who has such a nice. 
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fresh face — ^he has been with my father these two 
hours.'* 

"Who is he?*' asked Fabian. "Who is the man who 
took advantage of my desperation to buy my soul, as 
he would buy a motor car?" 

"The rich young man who is going to marry the 
lady at the castle,'* she answered. "Mr. Vandraken !" 

"The man who is going to marry Lady Kitty — ^the 
man the snake woman came to claim?" 

Before Elsa could answer him, there came the sound 
of steps hurrying up stone stairs, and a voice which 
moaned, "Help! help!" came nearer and nearer. 

Fabian rushed to the end of the hall from which the 
Toice came, and met Vandraken, grey-faced and terror- 
stricken, rushing up the stone stairs which led down- 
wards from the hall. 

"Good God ! It's you !" he cried, jumping back from 
Fabian Dare. "What are you doing here?" 

"What's the matter?" shouted Fabian, too thrilled 
by the horror in the other man's voice to pour out on 
him his pent-up hatred. 

"They are killing him! — they are killing him!" he 
shrieked. "And such a death! — ^such a death! He is 
dying in hell itself ! They tied me in a chair, and made 
me see it all! The old man with the white beard sat 
with a book before him giving directions, and the other 

devils Don't let her come down ! She mustn't see 

it !" he cried, pointing to the nun, who had rushed past 
them, and was making for the stone staircase. 

"Do you hear?" shouted Fabian Dare to Elsa. "You 
mustn't come down ! Stay here till I call you — ^you can 
do nothing ! Stay here, and pray !" He seized her b;^ 
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the arm and thrust her back. "Promise you won't 
come down till you are called!'* 

"I must go to him ! — ^I must go to my father !" wailed 
Elsa. 

"She must not see it ! She must not see her father 
as he is !" insisted Vandraken. 

"Do you hear, Elsa?" cried Fabian Dare. "You can 
do no good ! Stay here and pray !" 

But it was unnecessary. Elsa caught at a piUar, 
leant against it, and sank to the floor, unconscious. The 
two men rushed down the stone stairs as fast as its 
corkscrew shape would allow them, then along a pas- 
sage dripping with damp, dimly lighted from some dis- 
tant room on the same level. 

It was the big subterranean chamber to which they 
came, fitted up like a^ laboratory. But Fabian Dare 
saw nothing but the glass case, with the glass broken, 
and, lashed on the metal stool, Abdul von Tarsenheim, 
with his fingers in his ears. All Fabian could hear was 
a faint whirring noise, but from the groans of the man 
on the stool, and his broken words, he gathered that in 
some way he was being made to hear disintegrating 
discords. He looked curiously shnmken and changed, 
but the ghost of the mocking smile still hovered over 
his face, where it competed with a grin of terror, com- 
pounded with pain. The collar was round his neck — 
the collar Fabian had worn himself. Little flashes of 
light, varying in colour, escaped from the broken glass 
tubes. 

Fabian rushed up to the machine, thinking he could 
release what was left of the man who sat on the stool ; 
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but he fell backwards, tingling, with pain and terror, 
before he had got anywhere near. 

"The book ! — the book ! Get the book, and throw it 
to me !" shrieked Von Tarsenheim. 

"The men took it with them when they left!'? called 
back Vandraken. 

**You must get me out ! Ach ! Gott ! Have you no 
courage? Get me out, and I will do such things no 
more! I will give you back your moneys — I will give 
you back your souls ! I disintegrate in these frightful 
discords ! . Oh ! the sounds ! the sounds !" He seemed to 
be shrinking before their eyes. "And my soul! — ^it is 
still alive ! I will die with a soul, after all ! I have but 
dragged it down to the earth, and the pain — ^I cannot 
stand it!" he shrieked. "Nerve by nerve, I am torn 
apart! Kill me! — shoot me!" His face was hideous 
with agony. 

If either of the men had had a weapon, they would 
have obeyed; but they had none. 

"There is poison," he moaned, pointing to a shelf 
opposite. "Tablets, in a phial — throw it to me, or I 
will curse you so that you shall die as I am dying ! No ! 
no! — I will not! — but have mercy, and throw me the 
poison !" 

Vandraken rushed to the shelf. There were phials 
ranged in a row, some containing white tablets, some 
red. He picked up a white phial, and held it up so 
that Von Tarsenheim could see it. 

"Fool!" he yeUed. "That is but a stimulant! The 
red tablets — the poison that kills so swiftly — ^throw it 
to me — quick !" 

Vandraken threw it to the man on the stool, but it 
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bounded back, as though from a solid wall, and shat- 
tered on the floor, the bright red tablets scattering in 
all directions. 

Almost at that moment the lights began to fade. 
Yon Tarsenheim's screams died away to a dog-like whine, 
the whirring noise stopped, and what was left of Yon 
Tarsenheim fell forward against his collar and his 
bonds. 

The great vaulted room was dimly lighted by two 
bracket lamps at either end, and in that light they 
could see Yon Tarsenheim's face, greenish white, against 
his long, black, pointed beard, which was horribly slav- 
ered over by his lolling tongue ; but even yet the ghost 
of the mocking smile hung about it. 

The two young men looked at one another, mutely 
asking which would venture up to the horrible relic 
of humanity which had defied the gods. 

"He is dead!" whispered Fabian Dare. 

"Yes,'* answered Yandraken. "Thank the Lord ! He 
is dead !" 

"That's well enough for you — but now he cannot 
free me from your cursed personality. I must go on 
to the end of my days bearing the burden of your beast- 
ly life to the end of my days, or No ! by God ! to 

the end of your days ! Yes, that is it — ^the end of your 
days !*' He drew nearer Yandraken. 

**What do you mean? Who are you? Keep away 
from me ! It is bad enough to be in the same room with 
a face like yours, but don't touch me ! I shall kill you 
if you touch me !" 

The nerves of the two men were in a fearful state. 
They had temporarily crossed the borderland of sanity. 
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**A face like mine!" Fabian laughed maliciously as 
he crept nearer. "A face like mine! Why, you fool, 
it's your own face — the reflection of your own defaced 
soul! I am the man you bought with your money to 
transfer your infernal life to !" 

He had come close up to Vandraken now, who had 
half fallen back against a table, and was clutching it 
for support, and thrust his face into his. "Look at it," 
he whispered. "Look at it close ! It's yours !" 

And so it came to pass that Vandraken, while still 
alive, met his own soul face to face, as he would some 
day have to meet it on his star, unless he had dragged it 
down to the earth. 

"Take it away !" moaned Vandraken, at last. "You 
are mad! It can't be mine! How can it be mine? I 
wasn't as bad as all that, and I have given up that life — 
I have repented ! Only take that face away !" 

Fabian laughed again. "Why, man, it is your face 
for all eternity! How can I take it away?" 

"You lie!" snarled Vandraken. "I will destroy the 
hideous thing !" And he made a frenzied snatch at the 
throat of Fabian Dare. "I will stamp it out of exist- 
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"You can't stamp your soul out of existence," whis- 
pered the other, in a strangled voice, as he fought to 
reach Vandraken's throat. 

The two men were evenly matched, and after a brief 
struggle threw each other off, and stood, panting and 
glaring into one another's rolling eyes. As they faced 
one another their frenzy began to calm down to a fixed 
purpose. The same idea was in the mind of each — they 
could not both live. The operation could now only be 
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undone by the death of one of them, at least so they 
thought; and they both loved the same woman. 

Vandraken felt that if that face, which, of course, 
he did not see as others saw, but as in a distorted mir- 
ror, could only be exterminated, life would be possible 
again, and he might even dare to face eternity. 

Fabian Dare felt the hatred of the slave for the man 
who has bought him, and he believed, from what Elsa 
had told him, that Vandraken's death would free him 
of his detested personality. 

Neither of them knew, in their demented state, that 
Von Tarsenheim's death had really liberated their en- 
tangled souls, and that the effects of the hypnotic oper- 
ation were passing away with the death of the hypno- 
tist. 

And so they stood facing one another. 

Vandraken was the first to speak. 

"We cannot both live,'* he said; "and yet, if either 
of us kills the other ^" 

**That is only a superstition." 

^^But suppose it should be true?" said Vandraken. 

"Yes, suppose it should be true?" echoed the other. 
**Yet nothing but your death, Vandraken, can get me 
back my soul!" 

"Which you sold to me — don't forget that — ^which 
you sold to me !" 

"You had no right to buy it ! I don't stand by my 
bargain ! Human gold cannot buy a soul !" 

"I cannot live in the same world with your face!" 
moaned Vandraken. "Sooner or later I shall destroy 
it! There is only one way out of it— one of us must 
commit suicide!" 
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"Yes, that is it!*' panted Fabian, snatching at the 
idea. "We will leave it to fate. One of us must die, 
but neither must kill the other. No! — I dare not kill 
jou! Superstition, or no superstition, I dare not kill, 
you, and you shall not kill me! We will toss up who 
commits suicide!" 

Fabian's eyes wandered to the little red tablets scat- 
tered on the floor. He stooped and picked one up and 
threw it on the table which stood between him and Van- 
draken. The phial containing the white tablets was al- 
ready on the table. He took one out. It was exactly 
the same shape and size as the red one. An idea had 
suggested itself to him which appealed to his imagina- 
tion. 

"We will fight a duel," he said to Vandraken, "such 
a duel as has never been fought before. Let the devil 
choose his own!" 

"What do you propose?" 

"We each turn out a lamp — at the same moment, you 
understand? Then we come back to this table, in the 
dark. We each pick up a tablet, we each swallow the 
tablet we pick up — our words of honour on that. Do 
you accept the terms?" 

"It's a good idea," assented Vandraken. "I give you 
my word of honour, and accept yours." 

"You have my word, Vandraken." 

"Very well, then. There is nothing to wait for." 

The lamps hung on the rough-hewn walls, at either 
end of the room. The two young men approached them 
through the shadows cast by the vaulted ceiling, and 
watched each other as they stood with hands raised, 
ready to turn them out. 
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"Are you ready?" called Yandraken. 

**Ye8 !" came the answer. 

"Then out with them!" 

The duellists could hear each other breathing as th^y 
felt their way through the darkness towards the table, 
both sharing the same terror of touching the awful 
thing in the machine as they groped about the room. 

"I am at the table," announced Fabian, at last. 

"Have you swallowed your tablet?" asked Yandraken, 
hoarsely. 

"No. We will do that at the same time. Can't you 
find the table?" 

"Yes," answered Yandraken, as his outstretched hand 
touched it. Then the fingers of the two men met as they 
fumbled and groped on the table. The little tablets rat- 
tled faintly as they picked them up and dropped them 
again. 

"Well!" panted Fabian. **Why don't you swallow 
what you have in your hand, and make an end of it? 
[Are you a coward? I think I have the white one under 
my fingers. It feels white — ^it looks white through the 
darkness. I wonder if you know what you have done 
to me with your money? No! no! — ^you don't! — ^you 
have no conscience !" 

But the death of Yon Tarsenheim having released 
Yandraken's soul, his conscience was able to prompt him 
once more, and his mind was recovering its balance. Per- 
haps it was the thought of how deeply he had wronged 
the other man, or the belief that by one great act of 
magnanimity he might make atonement for his life, 
ji^hich made him strike a match. 
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"Cheat!" cried Fabian Dare. 

But as he said it, he saw that it was the red tablet 
which he held in his fingers, and before his shaking hand 
could get it to his mouth Vandraken had snatched it 
from him and put it in his own mouth. Then the match 
went out! 

The unexpected act of self-sacrifice bred a feeling 
of revulsion in Fabian Dare, whose mind also swung 
back to a calmer poise. 

"Don't swallow it !" he cried. "For God's sake ! don't 
swallow it ! We will get through our lives as best we 
can ! I think we have both been mad !" 

"I have swallowed it !" answered Vandraken, faintly, 
through the darkness. **It was the only square thing 
to do. If I could live my life over again, I would live 
it differently — ^too much money — ^not altogether my 
fault." 

Fabian Dare struck a match himself as he heard the 
fall of Vandraken's body. Then he heard footsteps 
coming down the passage, and Lord Ancester rushed 
into the room. He had got Vandraken's note, and hur- 
ried over to try and save Von Tarsenheim from the 
gipsies. 

He saw, by the flickering light of the match, Fabian 
Dare standing over the fallen man. Then he lit a can- 
dle, which he carried in his hand, and came forward. 

"He is dead — ^he took poison!" whispered Fabian 
Dare. 

Lord Ancester shuddered as he covered the face with 
a handkerchief. 

"It was a noble action ! He repented," ended Fabian 
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Dare, as he hastflj recounted Vandraken's sacrifice. 
'^Yes, he repented at the last. If there is a personal 
God, his sins are forgiven him." 

"If not " said Lord Ancester, and the two men 

looked at each other questioningly. 



THS END 
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EPILOGUE 

The storm was over. Another battle in the everlast- 
ing conflict between flesh and spirit had been fought out. 
Then an angel of peace swept over the battlefield, laying 
hands of healing on the living victims of the fight, and 
burying the fallen so deep that no noxious f lunes of cor- 
ruption could arise to haunt the survivors. 

Abdul von Tarsenheim, one of those strange products 
of the rebel planet, Saturn, had stolen weapons from 
the armory of the universe which human hands have 
not yet grown strong enough to wield with safety. He 
had pried into chambers the doors of which will be open 
to us all when our eyes have grown strong enough to 
bear the light, our ears capable of hearing the harmo- 
nies without being deafened for ever; and so another 
of Lot's wives had turned into a pillar of salt. 

Whether his machine was only an electrical device, 
or whether he really had invented a method for utilising 
planetary vibrations, and recording the harmonies and 
discords produced by the revolution of the planets, or 
whether the gipsy sheik — ^himself an advanced hypno- 
tist — ^had caused his victim to believe that he heard the 
discords which killed him, will never be known. Still, 
it is a curious thing that experts tried in vain to recon- 
struct or get any electrical results from the strange 
apparatus. 

S45 
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But the evil Von Tarsenheim did died with him, as 
far as this earth is concerned. 

When Lady Kitty recovered from the attack of brain 
fever brought on by her contact with his hypnotic crime, 
the brain area whereon the events of those two years 
had been recorded was mercifufly sealed, fused by the 
terrific charge which had been sent over the wires. 

The little puzzled look which sometimes came into her 
eyes only added to their charm in the eyes of Fabian 
Dare, when he met her again, a year after the awful 
scene which had been the climax of the strange deal he 
had made with Yon Tarsenheim and Vandraken, out of 
which some poetical, ascetic strain, combined with great 
fighting qualities, had enabled him to emerge, scarred, 
perhaps, but not vitally injured. 

Like many another man, he often planned his life as 
it would have been could he have lived again by his ex- 
perience of it. 

He knew he would have sufi^ered a hundred deaths 
before giving up his personality to another, as men do 
when they allow themselves to be hypnotised. He hoped 
that, brought face to face with such conditions as pre- 
vailed that awful night of storm in Von Tarsenheim's 
laboratory, he would have seen that his duty, perhaps 
his redemption, lay in giving up his life to redeeming 
the man who had injured him, instead of yielding to 
the pressure of hate and fear which had unbalanced his 
brain for the moment. But he was only a human being 
— not even a popular actor, with a reputation for high- 
souled denouements to sustain — so he had been forced 
to go forward in the dark, along with his groping fellow 
men. 
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He came to believe, and the books and poems which 
brought him fame and wealth, magnetised as they were 
by his strange experiences, echoed with the belief, that 
the ultimate power which has decreed we shall walk in 
the dark will not blame us for stiunbling; and that 
though we may not like the automatic record we have 
kept, when we meet it face to face, we shall have our 
opportunity to efface the stains ; or, failing, be granted 
merciful effacement. 

Perhaps he came to believe this more and more as 
the marks with which another man's sin had marked 
him wore away, leaving him only a little greyer, leaving 
the lines of concentration more strongly marked than 
his years justified, and yet endowing him with a fas- 
cination of mystery that caused strangers to give him 
attention as he passed, which his good looks alone could 
not have attracted. 

His imagination, stimulated by his contact with the 
great forces which Von Tarsenheim played with, had 
given him a glimpse of a Deity free from the little hu- ^ 
man personal prejudices with which men and their 
churches have barnacled what they worship. 

His writings rang with the question, "Had God made 
man in His own image, or had man made God in his 
image, creating himself too large, his God too small?" 

He saw that men had taken as their written religion 
the code which was once the religion and the law, com- 
bined, of a pastoral people, and then, divorcing law 
from religion in fact, yet in theory applied the old com- 
bination to the churches of an industrial world. 

He saw that as the area of the physical was enlarged 
hjf jnan's material inventions, a larger conception, a 
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wider vision of the ultimate power, was a necessity to 
mankind, since it had reached a point where it must 
either leap forward or fall backwards. 

He had been through experiences so unusual, a fight 
so terrific, that he had harvested in two years the phi- 
losophy which most men only acquire at the end of life, 
and a sense of proportion which few men ever acquire 
at all. That sense of proportion which discriminates 
between pin pricks and sword thrusts, and refuses to 
take trivial things seriously, wasting neither laughter 
nor tears, so that they may both be ready in the hour 
of need. 

And when he came into the baronetcy, and, better 
still, a fame worthy to be laid at her feet. Lady Kitty 
found in his restful philosophy anodyne for her most 
restless moods, in his poetical fervour a stimulant for 
her duller moments. 

But how the strange boy she had known at Oxford 
had matured so swiftly into an interesting personality 
remained one of the mysteries which sent that puzzled 
look into her wondering eyes. 

And Vandraken — ^poor Vandraken! — ^who was only 
the victim of distorted economic forces, the bye-product 
of laws made in the days when men could not, by any 
possible chance, have anticipated such conditions of life 
as exist to-day, did not live in vain. 

He had made his material wealth the common daiom- 
inator of his life, and tried to square his world, as he 
found it, with that figure. Who shall blame him ? With 
his material environment and upbringing, he could hard- 
ly have done otherwise. His life may have been a hand 
held up in warning to the generations which followed 
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behind. He himself seems to have realised this possi- 
bility, for the day which followed the bursting of the 
storm of consequence, and preceded his death, had been 
spent in drawing up a will. 

He left the bulk of his wealth to trustees, among 
whom were Lord Ancester and Dashmore, who were to 
employ it as the nucleus of a fund for obtaining legis- 
lation, by amendments to the Constitution of the United 
States, which should make it impossible in the future 
for any man to give in his lifetime, or bequeath by will, 
to any individual or corporation, a greater sum than 
two million dollars. 

Li order to obtain this legislaticm he pointed out that 
money must be used unsparingly to outbid the men who 
were interested in concentrating wealth ; in their offer 
of their services of the legal talent of the country. These 
men, he realised, had not used their knowledge of the 
laws of their country to defeat its own purposes be- 
cause they hated their country, but because they loved 
money. 

Through his contact with Von Tarsenheim, who knew 
hiunan nature as only the Saturn type can know it, and 
saw it in perspective, and, like that strange being, hav- 
ing, for a time, no conscience, his brain looked at an 
unidealised humanity in the cold, clear light of mate- 
rialism. 

He recognised the futility of overlooking the obvious 
truth, that the enormous advance in material creations 
and comforts has to some extent outbid the spiritual 
forces and their promises, which once held men straight, 
and urged them to self-sacrifice ; that the increased level 
of human honesty and principle has not kept pace with 
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the great bribe fund, or temptation, in the hands of the 
lower forces. 

The solution, as he saw it, was a corresponding in- 
crease in the promises of religion, or else a material 
bribe fund in the hands of those who were on the side 
of law, which could outbid the predatory class which 
had spnmg up. This fund his will offered to provide. 

He suggested that the President of the Republic 
would be the ideal person to wield this fund, if only the 
Republic could find an ideal President. He pointed out 
in this connection that it was the knowledge of its own 
imperfections which had driven men to resort to kings, 
who should protect them against themselves; that cer- 
tain men, believing that they had outgrown these im- 
perfections, had established a repubUc. Being uncer- 
tain whether they really had outgrown their imperfec- 
tions, they were afraid to elect one of themselves to 
rule, except in the most tentative fashion, so that when 
they did find an ideal President, they could not keep 
him. 

Therefore, he wished his trustees to endeavour to 
obtain an amendment to the Constitution which should 
give the people the power to make the office of Presi- 
dent permanent (subject to impeachment), when they 
found a man who was fitted to rule. When such a man 
was found, they were to endow him with the vast fortune 
he was leaving behind. 

Thus the concentrated wealth which the death of 
Standish Vandraken will shortly put into the hands of 
those on the side of law and order may yet show that 
a great purpose moved through his tragic,, terrible life, 
and that it was worth recording in these pages.. 
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